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THE ARGUMENT. 


The adventures of the Cicons, Lotophagi, and Cyclops. 


ULYSSES begins the relation of his adventures; how, 
after the deſtruction of Troy, he, with his compa- 
nions, made an incurſion on the Cicons, by whom 
they were repulſed; and, meeting with a ſtorm, 
were driven to the coaſt of the Lotophagi. From 
thence they ſailed to the land of the Cyclops, whoſe 
manners and ſituation are particularly characteriſed. 
The giant Polyphemus and his cave deſcribed ; the 
uſage Ulyſſes and his companions met with there; 
and, laſtly, the method and artifice by which he e- 
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B O O K IX. 24 


THEN Wn Ulyſſes. Thou, whom firſt in en 
As firſt in virtue, theſe thy realms obey; 

How ſweet the products of a peaceful reign ! 

The heay'n-taught poet, and inchanting ſtrain; 

The well-fill'd palace, the perpetual feaſt, | 

A land rejoicing; and a people bleſt! 

How goodly ſeems it, ever to em ploy 

Man's ſocial days in union and in joy; 

The plenteous board high-heap'd with cates divine, 

And o'er the foaming bowl the-laughing wine ! 

Amid theſe joys, why ſeeks thy mind to know 

Th' unhappy ſeries of a-wand'rer's wo? 

Remembrance ſad ! whoſe image to review, 

Alas! muſt open all my wounds anew. 

And oh! what firſt, what laſt ſhall I relate, | 

Of woes unnumber'd, ſent by heav'n and fate? 
Know firſt the man (tho' now a wretch diſtreſt) 

Who hopes thee, monarch! for his future _ 

Behold Ulyſles! no ignoble name; > TT 

Earth ſounds my wiſdom, and high heav'n y fame.” 
My native ſoil is Ithaca the fair, 

Where high Neritus u aves bis woods in air: 

Dulichium, Same, and Zacynthus crown'd 

With ſhady mountains, ſpread their iſles dic: 

(Theſe to the north and night's dark regions run, 

Thoſe to Aurora and the riſing ſun). Nin 

Low lies our iſle, yet bleſs'd in fruit ful ſtores; 

Strong are her ſons, though rocky are her 3 8 
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And none, ah none ſo lovely to my ſight, 
Of all the lands that heav'n o'erſpreads with light! 
1n vain Calypſo long conſtrain'd my ſtay, 
With ſweet, reluctant, amorous delay; 
With all her charms as vainly Circe ſtrove, 
And added magie, to ſecure my love. | 6474 
In pomps or joys, the palace or the grot, 
My country's image never was. forgot, 
My abſent parents roſe before: my. light, 
And diſtant lay-contentment and delight, 
Hear then the woes'which-mighty-Jove ordain'd 
To wait my paſſage from the Trojan land. | 
The winds from Illion to the Cicon's ſhore, 
Beneath cold Iſmarus, our veſſels bore. 

We boldly landed on the hoſtile place, 

And ſack d the city, and deſtroy d the race, 

Their wives made captive, their poſſeſſions ſhar'd, 
And ev'ry-ſoldier found a like reward. ory 
-I then advis'd to fly; not ſo the reſt, 

Who ſtaid to revel, and prolong the feaſt ; 
The fatted ſheep and ſable bulls- they lay, 
And-bowls flow round, and riot waſtes the day. 
Meantime the Cicons, to their holds retir'd, 
Call on the Cicons, with new fury fir d; 

With early morn the gather d country ſwarms, 

And all the continent is bright with arms; 

Thick as the budding leaves or riſing flow'rs 
| O'erſpread the lawn, when ſpring deſcends in ſhow'rs: 
All expert ſoldiers, {kill'd'on foot to dare, | 
Or from the bounding courſer urge the war. 
Now fortune changes, (ſo the fates ordain); 
-Qur hour was come to taſte our ſhare of pain, 
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Cloſe at the ſhips the bloody fight began, 
Wounded they wound, and. man expires on man. 
Long as the morning-ſun inereaſing bright 
O' er heav'n's pure azure ſpread the growing light, 
Promiſcuous death the form of war confounds, 
Fach adverſe. battle gor'd with equal wounds: 
But when bis ev'ning wheels o'erhung the main, 
Then conqueſt crown'd the fierce Ciconian train, 
Six brave companions from each ſhip we loſt, 
The reſt eſcape in haſte, and quit the coaſt. 
With ſails outſpread we fly th' unequal ſtrife, 
. Sad for their loſs, but joy ful of our life. 
Yet as we fled, our fellows rites we paid, 
And thrice we call'd on each unhappy: ſhade. 
Meanwhile the god, whoſe hand the thunder forms, 
Drives clouds on clouds, and blackens . n with 
ſtorms: | 
Wide o'er the waſte the rage of Boreas "ab 
And night ruſh'd headlong on the ſhaded deeps. 
Now here, now there, the giddy ſhips are born, 
And all the rattling. ſhrouds in fragments torn. 
We furl'd the fail, we ply'd the lab'ring oar, + 
Took down our maſts, and row'd our ſhips to ſhore. 
Two tedious days and two long nights we lay, 
<O'erwatch'd and batter'd in the naked bay. 
But the third morning when Aurora brings, 
We rear the maſts, we ſpread the canvas wings: 
Refreſn' d, and careleſs on the deck reelin d. 4 
We ſit, and traſt the pilot and the wind. 
Then to my native country had I-ſail'd ; | 
But, the cape doubled, adyerſe winds prevail'd. 
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Strong was the tide, which, by the northern blaſt 
Impell'd, our veſſels on Cythera caſt. | 
Nine days our fleet th* uncertain tempeſt bore. 

Far in wide ocean, and from -light of ſhore : 

The tenth we touch'd, by various errors toſt, 

The land of Lotos, and the flow'ry coaſt, 

We climb'd the beach, and ſprings of water found, 
Then ſpread our haſty banquet on the ground. 
Three men were ſent; deputed from the crew, 
(An herald one), the dubious coaſt to view, 

And learn-what habitants poſſeſs d the place. 
They went, and found a hoſpitable race 
Not prone to ill, nor ſtrange to foreign gueſt,” 

They eat, they drink, and nature gives the feaſt; 
The trees around them all their fruit produee, 
Lotos, the name; divine, nectareous juice 
(Thence call'd Lotophagi) ; which whoſo taſtes, 
Infatiate riots in the ſweet repaſts, 

Nor other home nor other care intends, 

But quits bis houſe, his country, and his friends. 
The three we ſent, from off-th* inchanting ground 5 
We dragg' d reluctant, and by force we bound! 

The reſt in haſte forſook the pleaſing ſhore, | 
Or, the charm taſted, had return d no more. 
Now plac'd-in order on their banks, they ſweep © ; 
The ſea's ſmooth face, and cleave the hoary deep ; = 
With heavy hearts we labour through the tide, 

To coaſts unknown, and oceans yet untry'd. * 
The land of Cyclops firſt: a ſavage kind, 
Nor tam'd by manners, nor by laws Wt 1 

VUntaught to plant, to turn the glebe, and ſow, 
They all their products to free nature owe. 
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The ſoil untill'd a ready harveſt yields, 


With wheat and barley wave the golden fields, 


Spontaneous wines from weighty cluſters pour, 
And Jove deſcends in each prolific ſhow'r, 
By theſe no ſtatutes and no rights are known, 


No council held, no monarch fills the throne ; wy 


But high on hills or airy cliffs they dwell, 
Or deep in caves whoſe entrance leads to hell. 
Each rules his race, his neighbour not his care, 
Heedleſs of others; to his own ſevere. 

Oppos'd to the Cyclopean coaſts, there lay 
An ifle, whoſe hills their ſubject fields ſurvey; 
Its name Lachaea, crown'd with many a grove, 


Where ſavage goats thro' pathleſs thickets rove : 


No needy mortals here, with hunger bold, 
Or wretched hunters, through the wint'ry cold 


- Purſue their flight, but leave them ſafe to bound 


From hill.to hill, o'er all the deſert ground. 
Nor knows the ſoil to feed the fleecy care, 

Or feels the labours of the crooked ſhare; 
But uninhabited, untill'd, unſown_ | 

It lies, and breeds the bleating goat alone. 

For there no veſſel with vermilion prore, 
Or bark of traffic, glides from ſhore to ſhore; 
The rugged race of ſavages, unſkilld 

The ſeas to traverſe, or the ſhips to build, 
Gaze on the coaſt, nor.cultivate the ſoil ; 
Unlearn'd in all th' induſtrious arts of toil. 
Yet here all products and all plants abound, _ 
Sprung from the fruitful genius of the ground; 
Fields waving high with heavy crops are ſcen, 
And vines that flouriſh in eternal green, 
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Refreſhing meads along the murm' ring main, 
And fountains ſtreaming down the fruitful plain. 


A port there is, inclos d on either ſide, _ 
Where ſhips may reſt, unanchor'd and unty'd; 
Till the glad mariners incline to fail, 

And the ſea whitens with the riſing gale, 
High at its head, from out the cavern'd rock 
In living rills a guſhing fountain broke: 
Around it, and above, for ever green 
"The buſhing alders form'd a ſhady ſcene. | 
Hither ſome far ring god, beyond our thought, 
Through all urrounding ſhade our navy brought; 
For gloomy night deſcended on the main, 
Nor glimmer'd Phoebe in th' aetherial plain: 
But all unſeen the clouded iſland lay, 
And all unſeen the ſurge and rolling ſea, 
Till fafe we anchor'd in the ſhelter'd way: 2 
Our fails we gather d, caſt our cables o'er, 
And ſlept ſecure along the ſandy ſhore. 
-Soon as again the roſy morning ſhone, 
Reveal'd the landſcape and the ſcene anknown, 
With wonder ſeiz d we view the pleaſing ground, 
And walk delighted, and expatiate round. 
Rous d by the woodland-nymphs, at excly dawn 
The mountain-goats came bounding o er the lawn: 
In haſte our fellows to the ſhips repair, 
For arms and weapons of the ſylvan war; 
Straight in three ſquadrons all our crew we part, 
And bend the bow, or wing the miſſile dart; 
The bounteous gods afford a copious prey, 
And nine fat goats each veſſel bears away: 
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The royal bark had bs Our ſhips complete 
We thus ſupply'd, (for twelve were all the fleet. ) 
Here, till the ſetting - ſun roll'd down the __ 
We fat indulging in the genial rite. 
Nor wines were wanting: Thoſe from ample jars 
We drain'd, the prize of our Ciconian wars. 
The land of Cyclops lay in proſpect near; 
The voice of goats and bleating flocks we hear, 
And from their mountains riſing ſmokes appear. 
Now ſunk the fun, and darkneſs cover'd o'er 
The face of things: Along the ſea-beat ſhore 
Satiate we ſlept + But when the ſacred dawn 
Ariſing glitter'd o'er the dewy lawn, 
I call'd my fellows, and theſe words addreſt. 
My dear aſſociates, here indulge your reſt ; 
While, with my fingle ſhip, advent'rous I 
Go forth, the manners of yon men to try; 
Whether a race unjuſt, of barb'rous might, 
Rude, and unconſcious of a ſtranger's right ; 
Or ſach who harbour pity in their breaſt, 
Revere the gods, and ſuecour the diſtreſt? 
This ſaid, 1 climb'd my veſſel's lofty fide; 
My train obey'd me, and the ſhip unty'd. 
In order ſeated on their banks, they ſweep 
Neptune's ſmooth face, and cleave the yielding ap · 
When to the neareſt verge of land we drew, 
Faſt by the ſea a lonely cave we view, 
High, and with dark' ning laurels cover'd o'er, 
Where ſheep and goats lay ſlumb' ring round the ſhore. 
Near this, a fence of marble from the rock, 
Brown with o'er-arching pine, and ſpreading oak. 
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A giant-ſhepherd here his flock maintains n 
Far from the reſt, and ſolitary reigns,  _ | | 
Ir ſhelter thick of horrid ſhade recliv'ds _ | of 
And gloomy miſchiefs labour in his mind. 

A form enormous! far unlike the race 

Of human birth, in ſtature, or in face: 

As ſome lone mountain's monſtrous. * he ſtood, 
Crown'd with rough thickets, and a poddieg wood. 
J left my veſſel at the point of land, 

And cloſe to guard it gave the crew eee 0 A 
With only twelve, the boldeſt and the beſt,” 

I ſeek th' adventure, and forſake the reſt. __ oy 
Then took a goatſkin fill'd with precious wine, ws. 
The gift of Maron, of Evantheus' line, . 
(The prieſt of Phaebus.at th'.Iſmarian .hrine.) | 


In ſacred ſhade his honour'd manſion ſtood, N 177 ; 
Amidſt Apollo's conſecrated wood. b ? 
Him, and his houſe, heav'n mov'd my mind to fave, : 
And coftly preſents i in return he gave; ( 
Sev'n golden talents to perfection wrought, f 
A ſilver bowl that held a copious draught, | 1 4 
And twelve large veſſels of unmingled wine, | : 
Mellifluous, undecaying, and divine! „„ 
Which now ſome ages from his race conceal'd, 

The hoary ſire in gratitude reveal'd. _ | | 7 


Such was the wine; to quench whoſe fervent ſtream, 
Scarce twenty meaſures from the living ſtream 

To cool one cup fuffic'd : The goblet crown'd 
Breath'd aromatic fragrancies around. 

Of this an ample yaſe we heav'd aboard, 
And brought another with proviſions ſtor'd. 
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My ſoul foreboded I ſhould find the bow'r . 

Of ſome fell monſter, fierce with barb'rous pow'r, 

Some ruſtic wretch, who liv'd in heav'n's deſpight, 

- Contemning laws, and trampling on the right. 

The cave we found, but vacant all within, 

(His flock the giant tended on the green). 

But round the grot we gaze; and all we view, 

In order rang'd, our admiration drew : _ 

The bending.ſhelves with loads of cheeſes praſt, 

The folded flocks each ſepꝰrate from the reſt, 

(The larger here, and there the leſſer lambs, | 

The new-fall'n young here bleating for their dams; 

The. kid diſtinguiſh'd from the lambkin lies) : 

The cavern echoes with reſponſive cries. 

Capacious chargers all around were laid, 

Full pails, and veſſels of the milking trade. 

 Withyfreſh proviſions hence our fleet to ſtore 

My friends adviſe me, and to quit the ſnore; 

Or drive a flock of ſheep and goats away, 

Conſult our ſafety, and put off to ſea. 

Their wholeſome counſel raſhly I declin'd, 

Curious to view the man of monſtrous kind, 

And try what ſocial rites a ſavage lends : 

Dire rites, alas! and fatal to my friends! 
Then firſt a fire we kindle, and prepare, 

For his return, with ſacrifice and pray'r. 

The loaden ſhelves afford us full repaſt. 

We ſit expecting. Lo! he comes at laſt. 

Near half a foreſt on his back he bore, 5 

And caſt the pond'rous burden at the door. 

It thunder'd as it fell. We trembled then, 

And ſought the deep receſſes of the den. 
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Now driv'n before him, through the arching rock, 


Came tumbling, heaps on heaps, th' unnumber'd flock : 


Big-udder'd ewes, and goats of female kind, 
(The males were penn'd in outward courts behind). 
Then, beav'd:on high, a rock's enormous weight 
To the cave's mouth he roll'd, and clos'd the gate; 
(Scarce twenty four- wheel d cars, compact and ſtrong, . 
The maſſy load could bear, or roll along.) 
He next betakes him to his ev'ning cares, 
And, ſitting down, to milk his flocks prepares; 
Of half their udders eaſes firſt the dams, 
Then to the mother's teat ſubmits the lambs. 
Half the white ſtream to hard' ning cheeſe he preſt, 
And high in wicker baſkets heap'd; the reſt, 5 
Reſerv'd in bowls, ſupply'd his nightly feaſt. 
His labour done, he fir'd the pile, that gave 
A ſudden blaze, and lighten'd all the cave. 
We ſtand diſcover'd by the riſing fires; 

Aſkance the giant glares, and thus inquires. 
What are ye, gueſts ? on what adventure, ſay, 
Thus far ye wander through'the wat'ry way ? 
Pirates, perhaps, who feck, through ſeas unknown, 
The lives of others, and expoſe your own? 

His voice like thunder through the cavern ſounds : : 
My bold companions thrilling fear confounds, . 
Appall'd at ſight of more than mortal man! 

At length, with heart recover d, I began. | 
From Troy's fam'd fields, fad wand fers o' er the 
main, | 
Behold the reliques of the Grecian train! 
Through various ſeas, by various perils toſt, 
And forced * ſtorms, un willing, on your coaſt, 
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Far from our deſtin'd courſe, and native land: | 

Such was our fate, and ſuch high Jove's command! 

Nor what we are, befits us to diſclaim, 

Atrides' friends, (in arms a mighty name), 

Who taught proud Troy and all her ſons to bow; 

Victors of late, but humble ſuppliants now! 

Low at tfy knee thy ſuccour we implore ; 

Reſpect us, human; and relieve us, poor. 

At leaſt ſome hoſpitable gift beſtow ; 

"Tis what the happy to th' unhappy owe: 

Tis what the gods require: Thoſe gods revere,. 

The poor and ſtranger are their conſtant care : 

To Jove their cauſe, and their revenge belongs ; 

He wanders with them, and he feels their wrongs. 
Fools that ye are! (the ſavage thus replies, 

His inward fury blazing at his eyes), 

Or ſtrangers, diſtant far from our abodes, 

To bid me rev'rence or regard the gods. 

Know then we Cyclops are, a race above 


Thoſe air-bred people, and their goat-nurs'd Jove: K 


And learn, our pow'r procteds with tlree and thine, 
Not as he wills, but as ourſelves incline, 
But anſwer, the good ſhip that brought ye o'er, 
Where lies ſhe anchor'd ? near or off the ſhore ? 

Thus he. His meditated fraud 1 find, 
(Vers'd in the turns of various human kind), 
And cautious, thus: Againſt a dreadful rock, 
Faſt by your ſhore the gallant veſſel broke, ; 
Scarce with theſe few I ſoap'd, of all my train, 
Whom angry Neptune-whelm'd beneath the main; 5 
The ſcatter'd. wreck the winds. blew * n. N 

Vor. Xx. bv 
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| Heanſwer'd with his deed. His bloody band 
Snatch'd two, unhappy ! of my martial band, 
And daſh'd like dogs againſt the ſtony floor: 


The pavement ſwims with brains and mingled gore. | 


Tora limb from limb, he ſpreads his horrid teat, 
And fierce devours it like a mountain-beaſt*: 

He fucks the marrow, and the blood he drains ! 1 
Nor entrails, fleſh, nor ſolid bone remains. 

We ſee the death from which we cannot move, 
And humbled groan beneath the hand of Jove. 
His ample maw with human carnage fill'd, 

2 milky deluge next the giant ſwill'd ; 


Then ſtretch'd in length o'er half the enn d rock, 


Ly ſenſeleſs and ſupine, amidſt the flock. 
To feize the time, and with a ſudden wound 
To fix the ſlumb' ring monſter to the ground, 
My ſoul impels me; and in act I ſtand 
To draw the fword ; but wiſdom held my hand. 
A deed fo raſh had finiſh'd all our fate, 
No mortal forces from the lofty gate 
Could roll the rock. In hopeleſs grief we lay, 
And ſigh, expecting the return of day. 
Now did the roſy- finger d morn ariſe, 
And ſhed her ſacred light along the ſkies. 
He wakes, he lights the fire, he milks the dams, 
And to the mother's teats ſubmits the lambs. 
z netaſk thus finiſh'd of his morning-hours, 
Two more he ſnatches, murders, and devours. | 
Then pleas'd and whiſtling, drives his flocks before; 
Remoyes the rocky mountain from the door, 
Aud ſhuts again; with equal caſe diſpos d, 
As a light quiyer's lid is op'd and clos d. 
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His giant-voice the echoing region fills : 


His flocks, obedient, ſpread o'er all the hills. 
Thus left behind e'en in the laſt deſpair 

I thought, devis'd, and Pallas heard my pray r. 
Revenge, and doubt, and caution work'd my breaſt r 
But this of many counſels ſeem'd the beſt : 

The monſter's club within the cave I ſpy'd, 

A tree of ſtatelieſt growth, and yet undry'd, 

Green from the wood ; of height and bulk 0 vaſt, 
The largeſt ſhip might claim it for a maſt. | #) 
This ſhorten'd of its top, I gave my train 
A fathom's length, to ſhape it and to plain; 
The narrow'r end I ſharpen'd to a ſpire ; 

Whole point we harden'd with the force of fire, | 

And hid it in the duſt that ſtrow'd the cave. 
Then to my few companions, bold and brave, 
Propos'd, who firſt the vent'rous deed ſhould try, 
In the broad orbit of his monſtrous eye | 


To plunge the brand, and twirl the pointed wood, 


When ſlumber next ſhould tame the man of blood. 
Juſt as I wiſh'd, the lots were caſt on four: 7 
Myſelf the fifth. We ſtand and wait the hour. 
He comes with ev'ning : All his fleecy flock 
Before him march, and pour into the rock : 


Not one, or male or female, ſtaid behind: 


(So fortune chanc'd, or ſo ſome god deſign'd. 3 
Then heaving high the ſtone's unwieldy weights: 


He roll'd it on the cave, and clos'd the gate. 


Firſt down he ſits to milk the woolly dams + 
And then permits their udder to the lambs. | 
Next ſeiz'd two wretches more, and headlong cath, 
Brain'd on the rock; his ſecond dire repaſt. 
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I then approach'd him, reeking with their gore, 
And held the brimming goblet foaming o'er : 
Cyclop ! ſince human fleſh has been thy feaſt, 
Now drain this goblet, potent to digeſt: 
Know hence what treaſures in our ſhip we loſt, 
And what rieh liquors other climates boaſt. 
We to thy ſhore the precious freight ſhall bear, 
If home thou ſend us, and vouchſafe to ſpare. 
But oh! thus furious, thirſting thus for gore, 2 
The fons of men ſhall ne'er approach thy ſhore, 5 
And never ſhalt thou taſte this nectar more. 

He heard, he took, and pouring down his throat 
D ſwilb'd the large luxurious draught. 

More! give me more, he cry'd : The boon be thine, 
Whoe er thou art, that bear'ſt celeſtial wine! 


Such as th' unbleſs'd Cyclopean climes produce, 
(Though ſure our vine the largeſt cluſter yields, 
And Jove's ſcorn'd thunder ſerves to drench our fields) 
But this deſcended from the beſt abodes, | 
A rill of nectar, ſtreaming from the gods. 

He ſaid, and greedy graſp'd the heady bowl, 
Thrice drain'd, and pour'd the deluge on his ſoul. 
His ſenſe lay cover d with the doſy fume ; | 
While thus my fraudful ſpeech I reaſſume. 

Thy promis'd/ boon, O Cyclop ! now I claim, 
And plead my title: Noman is my name. | 
By that diſtinguiſh'd' from my tender years, 

Tis what my parents call me, and my peers. 


The giant then: Our promis'd grace receive, 
The- hoſpitable boon we mean to give; 3 
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When all thy wretched crew have felt my pow r. 


Noman ſhall be the laſt I will devour. _ + 


He ſaid: Then nodding with the fames of wine, 
Dropt his huge head, and ſnoring lay ſupine, _ 
His neck obliquely o'er bis ſhoulder hung, 
Preſs'd with the weight of ſleep, that tames the tron! 
There belch'd the mingled ſtreams of wine and **. 


And human fleſh, his indigeſted food. 


Sudden I ſtir the embers, and inſpire 
With animating breath the ſeeds of fire; 
Each drooping ſpirit with bold words repair, 
And urge my train the dreadful deed to dare. 
The ſtake now glow'd beneath the burning bed, 
(Green as it was), and ſparkled fiery red. 
Then forth the vengeful inſtrument I bring; 
With beating hearts my fellows form a ring. 
Utg'd by fome preſent god, they ſwift let fal! 
The pointed torment on his viſual ball. at 7 
Myſelf above them, from a riſing ground e 
Guide the ſharp ſtake, and twitl it round and round. 
As when a ſhipwright ſtands his workmen o'er, + 
Who ply the wimble, ſome: huge beam to bore; 
Urg'd on all hands, it nimbly ſpins about, 
The grain deep- piercing till it ſcoops it out 1 | 
In his broad eye ſo whirls the fiery wood ; 
From the pierc'd pupil ſpouts the boiling blood 
Sing'd are his brows; the ſcorthing lids grow black 3 . 
The gelly bubbles, and the fibres crack. | 
And as when arm'rers temper in the ford 
The keen-edg'd pole-ax, or the ſhining ſword, 
The red hot metal hiſſes in the lake, 
Thus in his eyeball hiſs'd the plunging Rake, 
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He ſends a dreadful groan : The rocks around 
Through all their inmoſt winding caves reſound. 
Scar'd; we receded. g Forth, with frantic hand, 
He tore, and dafh'd on earth the goary brand : 
Then calls the Cyclops; all that round him dwell, 
With voice like thunder, and a direful yell. 
From all their dens the one-ey'd race repair, 
From rifted rocks; and mountains bleak in air. 
All haſte aſſembled, at his well-known roar,” 
Inquire the cauſe, and croud the cavern-door. 
What hurts thee, Polypheme ? what ſtrange afiright- 
Thus breaks our ſtumbers, and diſturbs the night? 
Does any mortal, in th' unguarded hour 
Of ſleep, oppreis thee; or by fraud or pow'r ? 
Or thieves inſidious thy fair flock ſurpriſe? | 
Thus they. The Cyelop from his den replies. 
Friends, Noman kills me: Noman, in the hour 
Of ſleep, oppreſſes me with frandful pow'r. | 
© if No man hurt thee, but the hand divine 
<« luffiẽt diſeaſe, it fits thee to reſign: 
«© To Jave, or to thy father Neptune pray, 
The brethren ery'd, and inſtant ſtrode away. 
Joy tonch'd my ſecret ſoul, and conſcious heart, 
Pleas'd with th' eſſect of conduct and of art. 
Meantime the Cyclop, raging with his wound, 
Spreads: his wide arms, and ſearches round and round's * 
At laſt, 'the ſtone removing from the gate, | 
With hands extended i in the midſt he fat; 
And ſearch'd each paſſing ſheep, and felt it 0 erz; 
Secure to ſeize us ere we reach'd the door. 
(Such as his ſhallow wit, he deem'd was mine), 
But ſecret I revoly'd the deep deſign; 
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'T'was for our lives my lab'ring boſom wrought; 


Each ſcheme I turn'd, and ſharpen'd ev'ry thought: : 


This way and that, I caſt to ſave my friends, 

Till one reſolve my varying counſel ends. 

Strong were the rams, with native purple fair, 
Well fed, and largeſt of the fleecy care. 

Theſe, three and three, with oſier bands we ty'd, 
(The twining bands the Cyclop's bed ſupply'd); 

The midmoſt bore a man; the outward two 

Secur'd each fide : So bound we all the crew. 

One ram remain'd, the leader of the flock ; 

In his deep fleece my graſping hands I lock, 

And faſt beneath, in woolly curls inwove, 

There cling implicit, and confide in Jove. 

When roſy morning glimmer'd o'er the dales, 

He drove to paſture all the luſty males : 

The ewes ſtill folded, with diſtended thighs _ 

Unmilk'd, lay bleating in diſtreſsful cries, 

But heedleſs of thoſe cares, with anguiſh ſtung, 

He felt their flecces as they pais'd along, 

(Fool that he was) and let them ſafely go, 

All unſuſpecting of their ſreight below. 

The maſter ram at laſt approach'd the gate, 
Charg'd with his wool, and with Ulyſles' fate. 
Him while he paſs'd, the monſter blind beſpoke : 
What makes my ram the lag of all the flock ? 
Firſt thou wert wont to crop the flow'ry mead, 
Firſt to the field and river's bank to lead, 
And firſt with ſtatcly ſtep at ev'ning hour 
Thy fleecy fellows uſher to their bow'r. 

Now far the lait, «ith penſive pace and flow | 
Thou mov'ſt, as conſcious of thy maſter's wo! 
B 4 
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- Seeſt thou theſe lids that now unfold in vain ? 
(The deed of Noman and his wicked train). F 1 
Oh! didſt thou feel for thy afflicted lord, - 


And would but fate the pow'r of ſpeech afford ; 

Soon mightſt thou tell me, where in ſecret here 

The daſtard lurks, all trembling with his fear. 

Swung round and round, and daſh'd from rock to rock» | 

His batter'd brains ſhould on the pavement ſmoke. : 

No eaſe, no pleaſure my ſad heart receives, 

While ſuch a monſter as vile Noman lives. 

The giant ſpoke, and thro? the hollow rock 

Diſmiſs'd the ram, the father of the flock. 

No ſooner freed, and thro? th' incloſure paſt, 

Firſt I releaſe myſelf, my fellows laſt : 

Fat ſheep and goats in throngs we drive before, 

And reach our veſſel on the winding ſhore. 

With joy the ſailors view their friends return'd, f 

And hail as living, whom as dead they mourn'd. 11 

Big tears of tranſport ſtand in ev'ry eye: 5 : 

| I check their fondneſs, and command to fly. ; 

! Aboard in haſte they heave the wealthy ſheep, 

| And ſnatch their oars, and ruſh into the deep. 

[] Now off at ſea, and from the ſhaltows clear, 

| es As far as human voice could reach the ear; 3 
With taunts the diſtant giant I accoſt, .. = 
Hear me, oh Cyclop ! hear, ungracious hoſt! 

| | "Twas on no coward, no ignoble ſlave, 

Thou meditat'ſt thy meal in yonder cave; 

= But one, the vengeance fated from above | 

F Doom'd to inflict; the inſtrument of Jove. | = 

* Thy barb'rous breach of hoſpitable bands, | A 
| Phe god, the god reyenges by my hands. I 
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Theſe words the Cyclop's burning rage provoke : 


From the tall hill he rends a pointed rock ; 
High o'er the billows flew the maſly load, | 
And near the ſkip came thund'ring on the flood. 
It almoſt bruſh'd the helm, and fell before: 
The whole ſea ſhook, and refluent beat the ſhore. 
The ſtrong concuſſion on the heaving tide - 
Roll'd back the veſſel to the iſland's ſide: 
Again I ſhov'd heg off; our fate to fly, 
Each nerve we ſtretch, and ev'ry oar we ply. 
Juſt *ſcap'd impending death, when now again 
We twice as far had furrow'd back the main, 
-Once more I raiſe my voice ; my friends afraid 
With mild entreaties my deſign diſſuade. | 
What boots the godleſs giant io provoke, 
Whoſe arm may ſink us at a ſingle ſtroke ? . | 
Already, when the dreadful rock he threw, 
Old Ocean ſhook, and back his ſurges flew. 

Thy ſounding voice directs his aim again; 

The rock o'erwhelms us, and we ſcap'd in vain. 

But I, of mind elate, and ſcorning fear, 

Thus with new taunts inſult the monſter's ear: 
Cyelop! if any, pitying thy diſgrace, 

Aſk who disfigur'd thus that eyeleſs face? 

Say *twas Ulyſſes; *twas his deed, declare, 
Z Lacrtes' ſon, of Ithaca the fair; 

3 Ulyſſes, far in fighting fields renown'd, 

7 Before whoſe arm Troy tumbled to the ground. 

Th' aſtoniſh'd ſavage with a roar replies. 

Oh heav'ns! oh faith of ancient prophecies ! 
This, Telemus Eurymides foretold, 


{The wighty ſeer who on theſe hills grew old; 
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Skill'd the dark fates of mortals to declare, 
And learn'd in all wing'd omens of the air); 
Long ſince he menac'd, ſuch was Fate's command: 
And nam'd Ulyſſes us the deſtin'd hand. 

J deem'd ſome godlike giant to behold, 

Or lofty hero, haughty, brave, and bold; 

Not this weak pigmy-wretch, of mean deſign, 
Who not by ſtrength ſubdu'd me, but by wine. 
But come, accept our gifts, and join to pray 
Great Neptune*s blefling on the wat'ry way: 
For his Lam, and [ the lineage own: 

Th' immortal father no leſs boaſts the ſon, 

His pow'r can heal me, and relight my eye; 
And only his, of all the gods on high. 
Oh! could this arm (I thus aloud rejoin'd) 
From that vaſt bulk diſſodge thy bloody mind, 
And ſend thee howling to the realms of night, 

As ſure, as Neptune cannot give thee fight! 
Thus 1: While raging he repeats his cries, 
With hands uplifted to the ſtarry ſkies: 


Hear me, Oh Neptune ! thou whoſe arms are hurl'd. 


From ſhore to ſhore, and gird the ſolid world. 
If thine I am, nor thou my birth difow n, 
And if th' unhappy Cyelop be thy ſon; 
Let not Ulyſſes breathe his native air, 
Laertes' ſon, of Ithaca the fair. 
Tf to review his country be his fate, 
Be it thro? toils and fuff rings, long and late, 
His loſt companions let him firſt deplore; 
Some veſſel, not his own, tranſport him o'er; 
And when at home from foreign ſuff*rings wer, 
More near and deep, domeſtic woes ſucceed ! 


1 


HOMER's ODYSSEY. IX. 629. 


With imprecations thus he fill'd the air, 
And angry Neptune heard th' unrighteous pray'r. 
A larger rock then heaving from the plain, 
He whirPFd it round: It ſung acroſs the main: 
It fell, and bruſh'd the ſtern : The billows roar, 
Shake at the weight, and refluent beat the ſhore. 
With all our force we kept aloof to ſea, 
And gain'd the iſland where our veſſels lay. 
Our ſight the whole collected navy cheer'd, 


Who, waiting long, by turns had hop'd and fear d. 


There diſembarking on the green ſea- ſide, 


Wee land our cattle, and the ſpoil divide: 


Of theſe due ſhares to ev'ry ſailor fall; 


The maſter ram was voted mine by all : 


And him (the guardian of Ulyſſes“ fate) 
With pious mind to heav'n I conſecrate. 


But the great god, whoſe thunder rends the . | 


Averſe, beholds the ſmoking ſacrifice; 
And ſees me wand'ring ſtill from coaſt to coaſt; 
And all my veſſels, all my people, loſt! 

While thoughtleſs we indulge the genial rite, 
As plenteous cates and flowing bowls invite 
Till evening Phoebus roll'd away the light : 
Stretch'd on the ſhore in careleſs caſe we reſt, 
Till ruddy morning purpled o'er the caſt. 

Then from their anchors all our ſhips unbind, 
And mount the decks, and call the willing wind. 
Now rang'd in order on our banks, we ſweep 
With haſty ſtrokes the hoarſe-reſounding deep; 
Blind to the future, penſive with our fears, 

Glad for the living, for the dead in tears. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


Adventures with Eolus, the Leſtrigons, and Circe. 


Pr vssxs arrives at the iſland of olus, who gives 
1 him proſperous winds, and ineloſes the adverſe ones 
| in a bag, which his companions untying, they are 
| driven back again, and rejected. Then they fail to 


the Leſtrigons, where they loſe eleven ſhips, and, 
with one only remaining, proceed to the iſland of 
Circe. Eurylochus is ſent firſt with ſome compa» 
nions, all which, except Eurylochus, are transform- 
ed into ſwine. Ulyſſes then undertakes the adven- 
ture, and, by the help of Mercury, who gives him 
the herb Moly, overcomes the inchantreſs, and pro- 
1 cures the reſtoration of his men. After a year's 


ſtay with her, he prepares, at her inſtigation, for 
his voyage to the infernal ſhades. 


* 


. 


* 
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AT length we reach'd Eolia's ſea-girt ſhore, 
Where great Hippotades the ſceptre bore, 
A floating iſle ! High-rais'd by toil divine, 
Strong walls of braſs the rocky coaſt confine. 
Six blooming youths, in private grandeur bred, 
And (ix fair daughters, grac'd the royal bed: 
Theſe ſons their ſiſters wed, and all remain 
Their parents pride, and pleaſure of their reign. 
All day they feaſt, all day the bowls flow round, 
And joy and muſie thro' the ifle reſound : 
At night each pair on ſplendid carpets lay, 
And crown'd with love the pleaſures of the day. 
This happy port affords our wand' ring fleet 
A month's reception, and a ſafe retreat. 
Full oft the monarch urg'd me to relate 
The fall of Illion, and the Grecian fate; 
Full oft I told: At length for parting mov'd; 
The king with mighty gifts my ſuit approv'd. 
The adverſe winds in leathern bags he brac'd, 
Compreſs'd their force, and lock'd each ſtruggling 
5 blaſt. | : 
For him the mighty ſire of gods aſſign'd 
The tempeſt's lord, and tyrant of the wind; 
His word alone the liſt'ning ſtorms obey, 
To ſmooth the deep, or ſwell the foamy ſea. 
2Z Theſe in my hollow ſhip the monarch hung, 
"2 Securely fetter'd by a ſilver thong; 
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He charg'd to fill, and guide the ſwelling fails: 
Rare gift! but oh, what gift to fools avails ! 

Nine proſp*rous days we ply'd the lab'ring oar; 
The tenth preſents our welcome native ſhore ; 
The hills diſplay the beacon's friendly light, 

And riſing mountains gain upon our ſight. 

Then firſt my eyes, by watchful toils oppreſt, 

Comply'd to take the balmy gifts of reſt ; 

Then firſt my hands did from the rudder part, 

(So much the love of home poſleſs'd my heart) ;. 

When lo ! on board a fond debate aroſe ; 

What rare device thoſe veſſels might incloſe ? 

What ſum, what prize from Aolus I brought? 

Whilſt to his neighbour each expreſs'd. his thought. 
Say, whence, ye gods, contending nations ſtrive 

Who molt ſhall pleaſe, who moſt our hero give? 

Long have his coffers groan'd with Trojan ſpoils ;. 

Wailſt we, the wretched partners of his toils, 

Repreach'd by want, our fruitleſs labours mourn, 

And only rich in barren fame return. 

Now Tolus, ye ſee, augments his ſtore : 

But come, my friends, theſe myſtic gifts explore. 


But Zephyrus exempt, with friendly gales ? | 


They faid : And (oh curs'd fate !) the thongs unbound; 


The guſhing tempeſt ſweeps the ocean round ; 
Snatch'd in the whitl, the hurried navy flew, 
The ocean widen'd, and the ſhores withdrew.. 
Rous'd from my fatal ſleep, L long debate 

If ſtill to live, or defp'rate plunge to fate : 

Thus doubting;/proftrate on the deck Lay, 
Till all the coward thoughts of death gave way. 
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Meanwhile our veſſels plough the liquid plain, 
And ſoon the known Aolian coaſt regain. 
Our groans the rocks re- murmur d to the main, 

We leap' d on ſhore, and with a ſeanty feaſt 
Our thirſt and hunger haſtily repreſt; 
That done, two choſen heralds ſtrait attend, 
Our ſecond progreſs to my royal friend; 
And him amidſt his jovial ſons we found ; 
The banquet ſteaming, and the goblets crown'd: 
There humbly ſtopp'd with conſcious ſhame and awe, 
Nor nearer than the gate prefum'd to draw. 
But ſoon his ſons their well-known gueſt deſery d, 
And ſtarting from their couches loudly cry'd, 
Ulyſles here! what daemon couldſt thou meet 
To thwart thy paſſage, and repel thy fleet? 
Waſt thou not furniſh'd by our choiceſt care 
For Greece, for home, and all thy ſoul held dear? 
Thus they: In ſilence long my fate I mourn'd, 
At length theſe words with accent low return'd. 
Me, lock'd in ſleep, my faithleſs crew bereft _. 
Of all the bleſſings of your godlike gift! 
But grant, oh grant our loſs we may. retrieve : 
A favour you, and you alone can give. 

Thus 1 with art to move their pity try'd, 
And touch'd the youths ; but their ſtern ſire reply d, 
Vile wretch, begone ! this inſtant I command 
Thy fleet accurs'd to leave our hallow'd land. 
His baneful ſuit pollutes theſe bleſs d abodes, . 
Whoſe fate proclaims him hateful to the gods. 
Thus fierce he ſaid: We ſighing went our. way, 
And with deſponding hearts put off to oa. 
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The ſailors, ſpent with toils, their folly mourn, 
But mourn in vain; no proſpect of return. 


The next proud Lamos' ſtately tow'rs appear, 
And Laeſtrigonia's gates ariſe diſtinct in air. 
The ſhepherd quitting here at night the plain, 
Calls, to ſucceed his cares, the watchful ſwain; 
But he that ſcorns the chains of ſleep to wear, 
And adds the herdſman's to the ſhepherd's care, 


Six days and nights a doubtful courſe we ſteer, | 2 Y 


His double toils may claim a double pay, 
And join the labours of the night and day. 
Within a long receſs a bay there lies, 

Edg'd round with cliffs, high pointing to the ſkies ; 
The jutting ſhores that ſwell on either {ide 
Contract its mouth, and break the ruſhing tide. 
Our eager ſailors ſeize the fair retreat, 
And bound within the port their crouded fleet : 
For here retir'd the ſinking billows ſleep, 
And ſmiling calmneſs ſilver d o'er the deep. 
I only in the bay refus'd to moor, 
And fix'd, without, my haulſers to the ſhore: 
From thence we climb'd a point, whoſe airy brow 

Commands the proſpect of the plains below: 
No tracks of beaſts, or ſigns of men we found, 
But ſmoky volumes rolling from the ground, 
Two with our herald, thither we command, 
With ſpeed to learn what men poſſeſs'd the land. 
'They went, and kept the wheel's fmooth beaten road 
Wich to the city drew the monntain-wood ; 

When lo ! they met, beſide a cryſtal ſpring, 
| The daughter of Antiphates the king; 


So near the paſtures, and ſo ſhort the way, ? 
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She to Artacia's ſilver ſtreams came doun, 7 . 
(Artacia's ſtreams alone ſupply the town: 


The damſel they approach, and aſk'd what race 


The people were? who monarch of the place? 1 Has * 


With joy the maid th” unwary ſtrangers heard, 
And ſhow'd-thera where the royal dome appear 4. 
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They went: But, as they ent'ring ſaw the _ Pn 


Of ſize enormous, and terrific mien, 

(Not yielding to ſome bulky mountain's keg), 
A ſudden horror ſtruck their aking ſight. 

Swift at her call her huſband ſcour'd away 
To wreak his hunger on the deſtin'd prey 
One for his food the raging glutton ſlew; 

But two ruſh'd out, and to the navy flew. 


Balk 'd of his prey, the yelling monſter fies, 


And fills the city with his hideous cries, 
A ghaſtly band of giants hear the roar, 
And, pouring down the mountains, croud the ſhore, 


Fragments they rend from off the craggy bow, * mA 


And daſh the ruins on the ſhips below: 

The crackling veſſels burſt; hoarſe groans ariſe, 
And mingled horrors echo to the ſkies 

The men, like fiſh, they ſtuck upon the flood, 
And cramm'd their filthy throats with human food. 
Whilſt thus their fury rages at the bay, . 
My ſword our cables cut; I call'd to weighs 


And charg'd my men, as they from fate would fly, 


Each nerve to ſtrain, each bending oar to ply. + 
The ſailors catch the word, their oars they ſeize, + 
And ſweep with equal ſtrokes the ſmoky ſeas. 
Clear of the rocks th* impatient veſſel fliesz 

2 Whilſt in the port each wretch incumber'd dies. 
C2 
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With carneſt haſte my«frighted-ſailors-prefs, 
While kindling tranſports glow id at our ſucceſs ;. 
But the ſad-fate that did our friends deſtroy 
Coobd ev'ry breaſt, and damp'd. the riſing joy. 
Now dropp'd:our anchors in the Aacan bay, 
Where Circe dwelt, the daughter of the day; 
Her mother Perſe, of-old Ocean's ſtrain, 
Thus from the Sun deſcended, and the Main ; 
From the ſame lineage ſtern aetes came, 
The far-fam'd brother of th' enchantreſs dame), 
Goddeſs and queen, to whom the pow'rs belong 
Of dreadful magic, and commanding ſong. 
Some god directing, to this peaceful bay 
Silent we came, and melancholy lay, ns 
| Spent and o'crwatch'd. Two days and nights roll'd on, 
And now the third ſucceeding morning ſhone. . 
Fclimb'd a cliff, with ſpear and ſword in hand, 
Whoſe ridge o erlook' d a ſhady length of land; 
To learn if aught of mortal works appear, 
Or cheerful yoice of mortal ſtrike the car? 
From the high point I mark'd, in diſtant view, 
A ſtream of curling ſmoke, aſcending: blue, 
And ſpiry tops, the tufted trees above, 
Of circe's palace boſom's in the grove, 
Thither to haſte, the region to explore, 
Was firſt my thought: But ſpeeding back to ſhore 
I deem'd it beſt to viſit firſt my crew, 
And ſend out ſpies the dubious coaſt to view, 
As down the hill I folitary go, 
Some pow'r divine who pities human wo 
Sent a tall ſtag, deſcending from the wood, 
To cool his feryour in the cryſtal food; 
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2Luzurianton:'the-wave-worn-bank:he lay, 
Stretch'd forth, and panting in the ſunny ray. 


1 launc'd my ſpear, and with a ſudden wound 


Tranſpierc'd bis boek, and Gd him to the grounds 


3 


He falls, and mourns his fate with human cries-; 
Through the wide wound the vital ſpirit flies. 

1 drew, and caſting on the river · ſide 

The bloody ſpear, his gather'd feet I tyld 

With twining oſſers, which the bank ſupply d. 
An ell in length the pllant whiſp I weav'd, 

And the huge ſbody on my ſhoulders heav d: 
Tben leaning on the ſpear with both my hands, 


Vpbore my load, and preſs d the ſinking ſands 
Wich weighty ſteps, till ar the ſbip i threw | 


The welcome burden, and beſpoke my crew. 
Cheer up, my friends ! it is not yet our fate 
To glide with ghoſts through Pluto's gloomy gate. 
Food in the deſert land, behold! is givin, 
Live, and enjoy the providence of heay'n. 
The joyful crew ſurvey his mighty ſize, 
And on the future banquet feaſt their eyes, 
As huge in length extended lay the beaſt ; 
Then waſh their hands, and haſten to the feaſt, 
There, till the ſerting ſun roll'd down tho light, 
They fat indulging in the genial rite, 
When ev'ning roſe, and darkneſs cover d o'er 
The face of things, we flept along the ſhore. 
But when the roſy morning warm'd the caſt, 
My men I ſammon'd, and theſe words addreſt. 
Followers and friends, attend what [ propole, 
Ye fad companions of Ulyſſes' woes 
| C3 
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We know not here what land before us lies, 
Or to what quarter now we turn our eyes, 9798 
Or where the ſun ſhall ſet, or where ſhall rife. 
Here let us think (if thinking be not vain) a | 

If any counſel, any hope remain. 

Alas ! from yonder promontory's brow, 

I view'd the coaſt, a region flat and low; 
An iſle encireled with the boundleſs flood; 

A length of thickets,:and entangled wood. 
Some ſmoke I ſaw amid the foreſt riſe, 
And all around it only ſeas and ſkies! 

With broken hearts my ſad companions food, * 2 


Mindful of Cyclops and his human food, 
And horrid Laeſtrigons, the men of blood. 
Preſaging tears apace began to rain 
But tears in mortal miſeries are vain, ' 
In equal parts I ſtrait divide my band, 
And name a chief each party to command; 
I led the one, and of the other ſide 
Appointed brave Eurylochus the guide. 
Then in the brazen helm the lots we throw, 
And fortune eaſts Eurylochus to go. 7 
He march'd, with twice eleven in his train : 
Penſwe they march, and penſive we remain. 

The palace in a woody vale they found, 
High rais'd of ſtone; a ſhaded ſpace around, 
Where mountain-wolyes and brindled lions roam,, 
(By magic tam'd) familiar to the done. 
With gentle blandiſhment our men they meet, 
And wag their tails, and fawning lick their ſeet. 
As from ſome feaſt a man returning late, 5 
His faithful dogs all meet him at the gate, 
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Rejoicing round, ſome morſel to receive, 
(Such as the good man ever us'd to give): 
Domeſtic thus the griſly beaſts drew near; 
They gaze with wonder, not unmix'd with' fear. 
Now. on the threſhold of the dome they ſtood, 


And heard a voice reſounding through the wood : 


Plac'd at her loom within, the goddeſs ſung ;-> 
The vaulted roofs and ſolid pavement rung. 

_ Ofer the fair web the riſing figures ſhine, 
Immortal labour! worthy hands divine. 
Polites to the reſt the queſtion mov'd, 

(A gallant leader, and a man I lov'd). 

What voice celeſtial, chanting to the loom, 
(or nymph, or goddſs), echoes from the room? 
Say, ſhall we ſeek acceſs? With that they call; 
And wide unfold the portals of the hall. 

The goddeſs riſing, aſks her gueſts to ſtay, 
Who blindly follow where ſhe leads the way. 
Eurylochus alone of all the band, 

Suſpecting fraud, more prudently remained, 

On thrones around, with downy cov'rings grac'd, 
With ſemblance fair th' unhappy men ſhe plac'd. 
Milk newly preſs'd, the ſacred flour of wheat, 
And honey freſh, and Pramnian wines the treat : 
But venom'd was the bread, and mix'd the bowl, 
With drugs of force to darken all the foul: _ 
Soon in the luſcious feaſt themſelves they loſt, 
And drank oblivion of their native coaſt. 

Inſtant her circling wand the goddeſs waves, 

To hogs transforms 'em, and the ſty receives, 

No more was ſeen the human form divine : 
Head, face, and members, briſtle into ſwine; 
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Still eurs'd with ſenſe, their minds remain alone, 
And their on voice affrights them when they groan. 
"Meanwhile the goddeſs in diſdain beſtows f 
The maſt and acorn, brutal food ! and ſtroẽws 
The fruits of cornel, as their feaſt, around; 
Now prone and grob ling on unſav ty ground. 
Eurylochus, with penſive ſteps and Now, 
Aghaſt returns; the meſſenger of Wo, 
And bitter fate. To ſpeak he made eſſay, 
In vain eſſay d, nor would his tongue obey, 
His ſwelling heart deny'd the words their way. 
But ſpeaking tears the want of words ſupply, 
And the full ſoul burſts copious from his eye. 
Afﬀeighted, anxious for our fellows-fates, 
We preſs to hear what fadly he relates. 
We went, Ulyfles! (ſuch was thy-command), 
Through the lone thicket, and · the deſert land. 
A palace in a woody vale we found 
Brown with dark foreſts, aud with ſhades around. 
A voice celeſtial echo'd from the dome, 

Or nymph, or goddeſs, chanting to the loom. 
Acceſs we ſought, nor was acceſs deny'd : 
Radiant ſhe came, the portals open'd wide: 
The' goddeſs mild invites the gueſts to ſtay : 
They blindly follow where ſhe leads the way. 

I only wait behind, of all the train; 
i I waited long, and ey'd the doors in vain : 
i The reſt are-yaniſh'd, none repaſs d the gate; 
And not a man appears to tell their fate. 
I heard, and inſtant o'er my ſhoulders flung 
The belt in which my weighty faulchion hung, 
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A beamy blade); then ſeiz d the bended bow, 
And bade him guide the way,'refolv'd to go. 


He, proſtrate falling, wich both hands embrac'd 
My knees, and, weeping, thus his ſuit addreſs d. 
O kingbelov*d-of Jove | thy ſervant _ 


And ab, thyſelfthe raſh attempt forbear! 


Never, alas! thou never ſnhalt return, 


Or ſee the wretched, for 'wkoſe loſs we mourn. 


With what remains, from certain ruin fly, 


And ſave the few not fated yet to die. 


I anſwer' d ſtern. Iugloridus then remain; 


Here feaſt and loiter, and deſert thy train. 
Alone, unfriended, will I tempt my way; 


The laws of fate oompel, and I obey. 
This ſaid, and ſtorn ful turning from the ſhore 
My havghty ſtep, I ſtalk d che valley o'er. 
Till now approaching nigh the magic bow'r, 
Where dwelt th“ echten, IC in 'herds of 
pow'r; 
A form divine forth iſſu'd from the wood, 


(Immortal Hermes with the. golden rod), 


In human ſemblance. On his bloomy face 
Youth ſmil'd celeſtial, with each op' ning grace. 
He ſeiz d my hand, and gracious thus began: 

Ah whither roam'ſt thou? much-enduring man! 
O blind to fate! what led thy ſteps to tove - 

The horrid mazes of this magic grove? 

Each friend you ſeek in yon incloſure lies, 

All loſt their form, inhabitants of ties. 

Think'ſt thou by wit to model their eſcape? 
Sooner ſhalt thou, a ſtranger to thy ſhape, 
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Fall ad their equal: Firſt thy danger know, \} 
Then take the antidote the gods beſtow. .., 
The plant I give through all the direful bow'r. - 
Shall guard thee, and avert the evil hour. 
Now hear her wicked arts. Before thy eyes 
The bowl ſhall ſparkle, and the banquet riſe ;- ' 
Take this, nor from the faithleſs feaſt abſtain, 
For temper'd drugs and poifons ſhall be vain. 
Soon as ſhe ſtrikes her wand, and gives the word, 
Draw forth, and brandiſh thy refulgent ſword, 5 
And menace death: Thoſe menaces ſhall move 
Her alter'd mind to blandiſhment and love. 
Nor ſhun the bleſſing proffer'd to thy arms; 
Aſcend her bed, and taſte celeſtial charms : 
So ſhall thy tedious toils a reſpite find, 
And thy loſt friends return to human kind. 
But ſwear her frſt, by thoſe dread oaths that tie 
The pow'rs below, the bleſſed in the ſky ; 
Leſt to the naked ſecret fraud be meant, 
Or magic bind thee, cold and impotent. | | 
Thus while he ſpoke, the ſov'reign plant he drew, | 
Where on th' all-bearing earth unmark'd it grew, | 
And ſhow'd its nature and its wondrous pow'r : 
18 Black was the root, but milky white the flow'r ; 
1 Moly the name, to mortals hard to find, 
But all is eaſy to th' aetherial kind. N 
This Hermes gave, then gliding off the glade 
Shot to Olympus from the woodland ſhade. | 
_ While full of thought, revolving fates to come, 
I ſpeed my paſſage to th' inchanted dome: 
Arriv'd, before the lofty gates I ſtay'd : 
The lofty gates the goddeſs wide difplay'd ; 


2 r 
r le i ah en an. et 


14 
[ | | 
[ : 
19 
"Ft | 
1 

i, 
1 
„ red 
MH 

1 


HOMER's ODYSSEY. X. 373. 


She leads before, and to the feaſt mri A a 
follow ſadly. to the magic rites. 
Radiant with ftarry ſtuds, a ſilver ſeet 
Receiv'd my limbs; a footſtool eas d my feet. 
She mix'd the potion, fraudulent of foul; 
The poiſon mantled in the golden bowl. 
] took, and quaff d it, confident in heav'n: 
Then wav'd the wand, and then the word was giv'n. 
Hence, to thy fellows! (dreadful ſhe began), 
Go, be a beaſt I heard, and yet was man. 
Then ſudden whirling, like a waving flame, 
My beamy faulchion, I affault the dame. 
Struck with unuſual fear, ſhe trembling eries; 
She faints, ſhe falls; the liſts her weeping eyes. 
What art thou? ſay! e from en from n mw 
came? | 
O more than human! tell thy race, thy name. 
Amazing ſtrength, theſe poiſons to ſuſtain! 
Not mortal thou, nor mortal is thy brain. 
Or art thou he, the man to come, (foretold 
By Hermes powerful with the wand of gold), 
The man from Troy, who wander'd ocean round; 
The man for wiſdom's various arts renown'd, 
Ulyſſes ? oh! thy threatning fury ceaſe, - 
Sheathe thy bright ſword, and join our hands in peace; 
Let mutual joys our mutual truſt combine, 
And love and loye-born confidence be thine, 
And how, dread Circe |! (furious I rejoin J, 
Can love and.loye-born confidence be mine! 
Beneath thy charms when my companions groan, 
Transform'd to beaſts, with accents not their own? 
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0 thou of fraudful: heart! ſhall I-be lei 
To ſhare thy feaſt-rites;ior-aſcend/thy; bed; 


That, all unarm'd, thy vengeance may have vent, 


And magie bind me, cold and impotent? 
Celeſtial as thou art, yet ſtand deny d; 

Or ſwear that oath -by which the gods are ty'd, 
Swear, in thy ſoul no latent frauds remain, 
:Swear by the vow which never oan be vain. 


The goddeſs fwore : Then ſeiz d my hand, and led 


To the ſweet tranſports of the genial bed. 


NMiniſtrant to their qucen, with buſy care, 


Four faithful handmaids the ſoft rites prepare; 


Nymphs ſprung from fountains, or from ſhady woeds, 


Or the fair offspriag of the facred floods. 
One oer the couches painted carpets throw, 
Whoſe purple luſtre glow'd againſt the view; 
White linen lay beneath: Anotherplac'd 
The ſilver ſtands, with golden flaſkets:grac'd : 
With dulcet beVrage this the beaker eroun'd, 
Fair in the midſt, with gilded cups around: 
That in the tripod oer the xindled pile 


The water pours; che bubbling waters boil : 


An ample vaſe receives the fmoking' wave ; 
And, in the bath prepat'd, my limbs I lave : 


Reviving ſweets repair the mind's decay, 


And take the painful-fenſe of toil away. 

A veſt and tunic oer me next ſne thtew, 
Freſh from the bath, and dropping balmy dew; 
Then led, and plac'd me on the ſov'reign ſeat, 
With carpets ſpread, a footſtool at my feet. 
The golden ew'r a nymph obſequious brings, 


Repleniſh'd from the cool tranſſucent ſprings; 
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With copious water the bright vaſe ſupplies . 
A ſilver laver of capacious ſize. J ; 
I waſh'd. The table in fair order n 
They heap the glitt' ring caniſters with bread; 
Viands of various kinds allure the taſte, 
Of choiceſt ſort and ſavour, rich repaſt! 
Circe in vain invites the feaſt to ſhare; 
Abſent I ponder, and abſorpt in care: 
4 While ſcenes of wo roſe anxious in my breaſt, 
The queen beheld me, and theſe words addreſt: 
Why ſits Ulyſſes ſilent and apart, 
Some hoard of grief cloſe-harbour'd at his heart? 
's i Untouch'd before thee ſtand the cates-divine, 
And unregarded laughs the roſy wine. 
Can yet a doubt, or any dread remain, 
When ſworn that oath which never can be vain? 
I anſwer'd : Goddeſs; human is my- breaſt, 
By juſtice ſway'd, by tender pity preſt: 
Ill fits it me, whoſe friends are ſunk to beaſts, 
To quaff thy bowls, or riot in thy feaſts. ; 
Me wouldſt thou pleaie, for them thy cares employ, 
And them to me reſtore, and me to joy. 
With that ſhe parted: In her potent hand 
She bore the virtue of the magic wand. 
Then haſt' ning to the ſties, ſet wide the door, 
Urg' d forth, and drove the briſtly herd before. 
Unwieldy, out they ruſh'd, with gen'ral cry, 
Enormous beaſts! diſhoneſt to the eye. | 
Now touch'd by counter-charms, they change again, 
And ſtand majeſtic, and recall'd to men. 
Thoſe hairs of late that briſtle&ev'ry part, 


Fall off; miraculous effect of art! 
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Till all the form-in full proportion riſe, 
More young, more large, more graceful to my eyes. 
They ſaw, they knew me, and with eager pace 
Clung to their maſter in a long embrace; 
Sad, pleaſing Gght! with tears each eye ran o'er, 
” And ſobs of joy re-echo'd through the bow'r : 
Ev'n Circe wept, her adamantine heart 
Felt pity enter, and ſuſtain'd her part. 
Son of Laertes! (then the queen began), 
Oh much: enduring, much-experienc'd man 
Haſte to thy veſſel on the ſea- beat ſnore, 
Unload thy treaſures, and thy galley moor; 
Then bring thy friends, ſecure. from future harms, 
And in our.grotto's ſtow thy ſpoils and arms. 
She ſaid, Obedient to her high command. 
I quit the place, and haſten to the ſtrand. 
1 My fad companions on the beech I found, + 
| | h Their wiſtful eyes in floods of ſorrow drown'd. 
9 As from freſh paſtures and the dewy field 
if (When loaded cribs their ey'ning-banquet yield) 
'} The lowing, herds return; around them throng 
With leaps and bounds their late impriſon'd young, 
Ruſh to thejr mothers with unruly j joy, 
And echoing hills return the tender cry : 
So round me preſs'd, exulting at my abr, | 
With cries and agonies of wild delight, 7 
The weeping failors; nor leſs fierce. their joy 
Than if return'd to Ithaca from Troy. 
i Ah maſter! ever honour'd, ever dear,.. 
, (Theſe tender words on ev'ry ſide I hear), 
What other j Joy can, equal thy return ? | 
Not that loy'd country for whoſe ſight we mourn, 
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The ſoil that nurs d us, and that gave us breath: 
But ah! relate out loſt companions death. 
[ anſwer'd cheerful : Haſte, your galley- moor, 

And bring our treaſures and our arms aſhore: 
hoſe in yon hollow eaverns let us lay 

Then rife and follow where I lead the way. 
our fellows live.: Believe your eyes and come 
o taſte the joys of Circe's ſacred dome. 

With ready ſpead the joy ful crew obey: 

Alone Eurylochus perſuades their ſtay. 
hither, (he cry'd), ab whither will ye run? 

Seek ye to meet. thoſe evils ye ſhould ſhun? 

Will you the terrors-of:the dome explore, 

In ſwine to grovel, or in lions roar, | 

Or wolf-like howl away the midnight-hour 

In dreadful watch around the magic bow'r ? 

Remember Cyclops, and his bloody deed; 

The leader's raſhneſs made the ſoldiers bleed. 

I heard incens'd, and firſt refolv'd to ſpeed 

My flying faulchion at the rebel's head. 

Dear as he was, by ties of kindred bound, 

This hand had ſtreteh'd him breathleſs on the ground; 

But all at once my interpoſing train 

For mercy pleaded, nor could plead in vain. 

Leave here the man who dares his prince deſert, 

Leave to repentance and his own fad heart, 

To guard the ſhip, Seek we the ſacred ſhades 
Of Circe's palace, where Ulyſſes leads. | 
This with one voice declar'd, the riſing train 

Left the black veſſel by the murm'ring main. 
Shame touch'd Eurylochus's alter'd breaſt ; 
le fear'd my threats, and follow'd with the reſt, 
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Meanwhile the goddeſs, with indulgent cares 
And ſocial joys; the late transform'd repairs ; 
The bath, the feaſt, their fainting ſoul renews ; 
Rich in refulgent-robes, and dropping balmy dew: : 
- Bright'ning with joy their eager eyes behold 
Each other's face, and each his ſtory told; 
Then guſhing tears the narrative confound, 
And with their ſobs the vaulted roofs reſound. 
When huſh'd'their-paſſion, thus the goddeſs cries: 
Ulyſſes, taught by labours to be wiſe, . 4 
Let this ſhort: memory of grief ſuffice. 5 
To me are known the various woes ye bore, 
In ſtorms by ſea, in perils on the ſhore; 
Forget whatever was in fortune's pow'r, 
And ſhare the pleaſures of this genial hour. 
Such be your minds as ere you left your coaſt, 
Or learn d to ſorrow-for. your country loſt. 
Exiles and wand'rers now, where er you go, 
Too faithful memory renews your wo; 
The cauſe remov'd; habitual griefs remain, 
G And the ſoul ſaddens by the uſe of pain. 
Her kind entreaty mov d the gen ral breaſt; 
Tir'd with long toil, we willing ſunk to reſt. 
We ply'd the banquet, and the bowl we crown'd, 
Till the full eirele of the year came round. 
But when the ſeaſons, following in their train, 
Brought back the months, the days, and hours again ; 
i As from a lethargy at once they riſe, 
* And urge their chief with animating cries. 
Is this, Ulyſſes, our inglorious lot? 
And is the name of Ithaca forgot? 6 
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Shall never the dear land in proſpect riſe, 
Or the lov'd palace glitter in our eyes ? 

Melting I heard ; yet till the ſun's decline, 
Prolong d the feaſt, and quaff'd the roſy wine: 
But, when the ſhades came on at ev'ning hour, 
And all lay flumb'ring in the duſky bow'r, 

I came a ſuppliant to fair Circe's bed, 
The tender moment ſeiz'd, and thus I ſaid. 

Be mindiul, goddeſs, of thy promiſe made; 
Mult fad Ulyſſes ever be delay d? 

Around their lord my ſad campanions mourn; 
Each breaſt beats homeward, anxious to return: 

If but a moment parted from thy eyes, 

Their tears fl»w round me, and my heart complies. 

Go, then (ſhe cry'd) ah go ! yet think, not I, 
Not Circe, but the Fates your wiſh deny. 

Ah hope not yet to breathe thy native air! 

Far other journey firſt demands thy care; 

To tread th' uncomfortable paths beneath, 

And view th' rcalms of darkneſs and of death, 

There ſeek the Theban bard, depriv'd of ſight, 

Within irradiate with prophetic light ; | 

To whom Perſephone, entire and whole, 

Gave to retain th' unſeparated foul : 

The reſt are forms, of empty acther made ; 

Impaſlive ſemblance, and a flitting ſhade. 
Struck at the word, my very heart was dead; 

Penſive I fat ; my tears bedew'd the bed; 

To hate the light and life my foul begun, 

And ſaw that all was grief beneath the ſun. 

Compos'd at length, the guſhing tears ſuppreſt, 

And my toſs'd limbs now weary'd into reſt. 

Vor. IX. D 
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How ſhall I tread (I cry'd) ah Circe ! "= | 
The dark deſcent ? and who ſhall guide the way? 


Can living eyes behold the realms below ? . 


What bark to waft me, and what wind to blow ? 

- Thy fated raad, (the magic pow'r reply'd), 
Divine Ulyſſes ! aſks no mortal guide, 

Rear but the maſt, the ſpacious ſail diſplay, 

The northern winds ſhall wing thee on thy way. 

Soon ſhalt thou reach old Ocean's utmoſt ends, 

Where to the maia the ſhelving ſhore deſcends.; 

The barren trees of Proſerpine's black woods, 

Poplars and willows, trembling o'er the floods : 

There fix thy veſſel in the lonely bay, 

And enter there the kingdoms void of day: 

Where Phlegeton's loud torrents ruſhing down, 

Hiſs in the flaming gulf of Acheron; 

And where, ſlow- rolling from the Stygian bed, 

Cocytus' lamentable waters ſpread : 

Where the dark rock o'erhangs th' infernal lake, 

And mingling ſtreams eternal murmurs make. 

Firſt draw thy faulchion, and on ev'ry ſide 

Trench the black carth a cubit long and wide: 

To all the ſhades around libations pour, 

And o'er th' ingredients ſtrow the hallow'd flour: 

New wine and milk, with honey temper'd bring, 

And living water from the cryſtal ſpring. 

Then the wan ſhades and feeble ghoſts implore, 

With promis'd off rings on thy native ſhore; 

A barren cow, the ſtatelieſt of the.iſle, 

And, heap'd with various wealth, a blazing pile: 

Theſe to the reſt ; but to the ſeer mult bleed 

A fable ram, the pride of all thy breed. 
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Theſe folemn vows and holy off rings paid 
To all the phantom-natinns of the dead; 
Be next thy care the ſable ſneep to place 
Full o'er the pit, and hell-ward turn their face: 
But from th' infernal rite thine eye withdraw, 
And back to Ocean glance with rev'rend awe. 
Sudden ſhall ſkim along the duſky glades 
Thin airy ſhoals, and viſionary ſhades. 
Then give command the ſacrifice to haſte ; 
Let the flea'd victims in the flames be caſt, 
And.ſacred vows, and myſtic ſong, apply d 
0 grid) Pluto, and his gloomy bride. 


Wide o' er the pool, thy faulchion wav'd around 


Shall drive the ſpectres from forbidden ground: 
The ſacred draught ſhall all the dead forbear, 
Till awful from the ſhades ariſe the ſeer. 

. Let him, oraculous, the end, the way, 
The turns of all thy future fate diſplay, 


Thy pilgrimage to come, and remnant of thy day. 


So ſpeaking, from the ruddy orient ſhone 
The morn conſpicuous on her golden throne, 
The goddeſs with a radiant tunic dreſt 
My limbs, and o'er me caſt a ſilken veſt. 

Long flowing robes, of pureſt white, array 
The nymph, that added luſtre to the day: 
A tiar-wreath'd her head with many a fold; 
Her waſte was circled with a zone of gold. 
Forth iſſuing then, from place to place I flew; - 
Rouſe man by man, and animate my crew. 


Riſe, riſe, my mates! tis Circe gives command: 


Our journey calls us ; haſte, and quit the land, 
All riſe and follow, yet depart not all, 
For fate decreed one wretched man to fall. 
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A youll there was, Blpenor was he nam' d, 
Nor much for ſenſe, nor much for courage fam'd; 
The youngeſt of our band, a vulgar ſoul, 
Born but to banquet, and to drain the bowl. 
He, hot and careleſs, on a turret's height 
With ſleep repair d the long debauch of night: 
The ſudden tumult ſtirr'd kim where he lay, 
And down he haſten'd, but forgot the way; 
Full endlong from the roof the ſleeper fell, 
And ſnapp'd the ſpinal joint, and wak'd in hell. 
The reſt croud round me with an eager look; 
I met them with a ſigh, and thus beſpoke : 
Already, friends! ye think your toils are o'er ; 
Your hopes already touch your native ſhore : 
Alas ! far otherwiſe the nymph declares; 
Far other journey firſt demands our cares ; 
To tread th' uncomfortable paths beneath, 
The dreary realms of darkneſs and of death: 
To ſeek Terefias' awful ſhade below, 
And thence our fortunes and our fates to know. 
My ſad companions heard in deep deſpair ; 
Frantic they tore their manly growth of hair; 
To earth they fell; the tears began to rain; 
But tears in mortal miſeries are vain. 
Sadly they far'd along the ſea-beat ſhore ; 
Still heav'd their hearts, and ſtill their eyes ran o'er. 
The ready victims at our bark we found, | 
The ſable ewe and ram together bound. 
For ſwift as thought, the soddeſs had been there, 
And thence bad glided, viewleſs as the air: 
The paths of gods what mortal can ſurvey ? 
Who eyes their motion } who ſhall trace their way? 
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T HE ARGUMENT. 


The Deſcent into Hell. 


ULYSSES continues his narration, How he arrived at 
the land of the Cimmerians, and what ceremonies 
he performed to invoke the dead. The manner of 
his deſcent, and the apparition of the ſhades. His 
converſation with Elpenor, and with Tereſias, who 
inform him, in a prophetic manner, of his fortunes 
to come, He meets his mother Anticlea, from 
whom he learns the ſtate of his family. He fees the 
ſhades of the ancient heroines, afterwards of the 
heroes, and converſes in particular with Agamem- 
non and Achilles. Ajax keeps at a ſullen diſtance, 
and diſdains to anſwer him. He then beholds Ti- 
tyus, Tantalus, Syſiphus, Hercules; till he is de- 
terred from further curioſity by the apparition of 
horrid ſpectres, and the cries of the wicked in tor- 
ments. 
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\T OW to the ſhores we bend, a mournful train! 

Climb the tall bark, and launch into the main: 
At once the malt we rear, at once unbiad 
The ſpacious ſheet, and ſtretch it to the wind: 
Then pale and penſive ſtand, with cares oppreſt,. 
And ſolemn horror ſaddens ev'ry breaſt. 
A freſh'ning breeze the magic pow'r * ſupply'd, 
While the wing'd veſſel flew along the tide; » 
Our oars we ſhipp'd: All day the ſwelling fails 
Full from the guiding, pilot catch'd the gales. 

Now ſunk the ſun from his aerial height, 

And o'er the ſhaded hillows ruſh'd the night: 
When lo! we reach'd old Ocean's utmoſt bounds, 


Where rocks control his waves with ever-during. 


moun:1ls. 
There in a lonely land, and gloomy cells, 
The duſky nation of Cimmeria dwells : 
The ſun ne'er views th' uncomfortable ſeats, 
When radiant he advances, or retreats : 
Unhappy race! whom endleſs night invades, 


Clouds the dull air, and wraps them round in ſhages.. 


The ſhip we moor on theſe obſcure abodes ; 
Diſbark the ſheep, an off*ring to the gods; 
And hell-ward bending, o'er the beach deſery 
The doleſome paſlage to th' iafernal ſky, 


Circe. 
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The victims, vow'd to each Tartarian pow'r, 
Eurylochus and Perimedes bore. 

Here open'd hell, all hell I here implor'd, 
And from the ſcabbard drew the ſhining ſword ; 
And trenching the black earth on ev'ry ſide, 

A cavern form'd, a cubit long and wide. 


New wine, with honey-temper'd milk, we bring, 


Then living waters from the cryſtal ſpring ; 
O'er theſe was ſtrew'd the conſecrated flour, 
And on the ſurface ſhone the holy ſtore. 

Now the wan ſhades we hail, th' infernal gods, 
To ſpeed our courſe, and waft us o'er the floods: 
So ſhall a barren heifer from the ſtall 
Beneath the knife upon your altars fall; 

So in our palace, at our fafe return, 
Rich with unnumber' d gifts the pile ſhall burn; 
So ſhall a ram, the largeſt of the breed, 
Black as theſe regions, to Tireſias bleed, 

Thus folemn rites and holy vows we paid 
To all the phantom nations of the dead. 
Then dy'd the ſheep ; a purple torrent flow'd, 
And all the cavern ſmok'd with ſtreaming blood. 
When lo! appear'd along the duſky coaſts, 
Thin airy ſhoals of viſionary ghoſts. 
Fair, penſive youths, and ſoft enamour'd maids ; 
And wither'd elders, pale and wrinkled ſhades ; 
Ghaſtly with wounds the forms of warriors ſlain 
Stalk'd with majeſtic port, a martial train: 


Theſe and a thouſand more ſwarm'd o'er the ground 


And all the dire aſſembly ſhriek'd around. 
Aſtoniſh'd at the fight, aghaſt I ſtood, , 


And a cold fear ran ſkiy'ring through my blood. 
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Strait I command the ſacrifice to haſte, 
Strait the flea'd victims to the flames are caſt, 
And mutter d vows, and myſtic ſong apply d 
To griſly Pluto, and his gloomy bride. 
Now ſwitt 1 way'd my jaulchion o'er the blood; 


Back ſtarted the pale tnrongs, aud trembling ood. 
Round the black crench the got untaſted flows, 
Till awtul from the ſhades I ireſias roſe. 
There, wand'ring thro the gloom i fictt ſurvey'd, 
New to the realms of death, Elpenor's ſhade ; 
His cold remains all naked to the {ky 
On diſtant ſhores unwept, unburicd lie. 
Sad at the ſight 1 ſtand, deep fix d in wo, 
And ere I ſpoke, the tears began to flow, 

O ſay what angry pow'r Elpenor led 
To glide in ſhades, and wander with the dead? 
How could thy ſoul, by realms and ſeas disjoin'd, 
Outfly the nimble fail, and leaye the lagging wind ? 

The ghoſt reply d: To hell my doom I owe, 
Daemons accurs'd, dire miniſters of wo! | 
My feet, through wine unfaithful to their weight, 
Betray'd me tumbling from a tow'ry height ; 
Stagg'ring I reel'd, and as I reel'd I fell, 
Lux'd the neck joint my foul deſcends to hell. 
But lend me aid, I now conjure thee lend, 
By the ſoft tie and ſacred name of friend ! 
By thy fond conſort ! by thy father's cares! 
By lov'd Telemachys's blooming years ! 
For well I know that ſoon the heav'oly pow'rs 
Will give thee back to day, and Circe's ſhores ; 
There pious on my cold remains attend, 


There call to mind thy poor departed friend. 
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The tribute of a tear is all I crave, 

And the poſſeſſion of a peaceful grave. 

But if unheard, in vain compaſſion plead, 
Revere the gods; the gods avenge the dead ! 


The tomb with manly arms and trophies grace, 
To ſhew poſterity Elpenor was. 

There high in air, memorial of my name, 

Fix the ſmooth oar, and bid me live to fame. 


A tomb along the wat'ry margin raiſe, ? 


To whom with tears : Theſe rites, oh mournful. 


ſhade ! TP | | 
Due to thy ghoſt, ſhall to thy ghoſt be paid. 
Still as I ſpoke, the phantom ſeem'd to moan, 
Tear follow'd tear, and groan ſucceeded groan. 
But as my waving ſword the blood ſurgounds, 
The ſhade withdrew, and mutter'd empty ſounds: 
There as the wondrous viſions I ſurvey'd, 


All pale aſcends my royal-mother's ſhade : 
A queen, to Troy the ſaw our legions pafs; 


Now a thin form is all Anticlea was ! 

Struck at the ſight I melt with filial wo, 

And down my cheek the pious ſorrows flow: 

Yet as | ſhook my faulchion o'er the blood, 

Regardleſs of her ſon the parent ſtood. | 
When lo! the mighty Theban I behold :- 

To guide his ſteps he bore a ſtaff of gold; 

Awful he trod ! majeſtic was his look ! 


And from his holy lips theſe accents broke. 


Why, mortal, wand'reſt thou from cheerful day, 
To tread the downward, melancholy way ? 
W hat angry gods to theſe dark regions led 
Thee yet aliye, companion of the dead? 
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But ſheath thy poniard, while my tongue relates 

Heav*n's ſteadfaſt purpoſe, and thy future fates. 
While yet he ſpoke, the prophet I obey'd, 

And in the ſcabbard plung'd the glitt'ring blade: 

Eager he quaff*d the gore, and then expreſt 

Dark things to eome, the counſels of his breaſt. 
Weary of light, Ulyſſes here explores 

A proſp'rous voyage to his native ſhores ;- 

But know—by me unerring fates diſcloſe 

New trains of dangers, and new ſcenes of woes; 

1 ſee! I ſee, thy bark by Neptune toſt, | 

For injur' d Cyclops, and his eyeball loſt ! 

Yet to thy woes the gods decree an end, 

If heav'n thou pleaſe ; and how to pleaſe attend 

Where on Tinagrian rocks the ocean roars, 

Graze num'rous herds along the verdant ſhores ; 

Though hunger preſs, yet fly the dang'rous prey, 

The herds are facred to the god of day, 

Who all ſurveys with his extenſive eye 

Above, below, on earth, and in the ſky ! 

Rob not the god, and ſo propitious gales 

Attend thy voyage, and impel thy ſails: 

But if his herds ye ſeize, beneath the waves 

I ſee thy friends o'erwhelm'd in liquid graves! 

The direful wreck Ulyſſes ſcarce ſurvives !. 

Ulyſſes at his country ſcarce arrives ! 

Strangers thy guides! nor there thy labours end, 

New foes ariſe, domeſtic ills attend ! 

There foul adult'rers to thy bride reſort, 

And lordly gluttons riot in thy court. 

But vengeance haſtes amain ! theſe eyes behold 

The deathful ſcene, princes on princes roll'd ! 
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That done, a people far from ſea explore, 


Who neer knew ſalt, or heard the billows roar, 


Or ſaw gay veſſel item the wat' ry plain, 

A. painted wonder flying on the main! 

Bear on thy back an oar : With ſtrange amaze 
A. ſhepherd meeting thee, the oar ſurveys, 

And names a van: There fix it on:the plain, 
To calm the god that holds the wat'ry reiga ; 
A threefold off ring to his altar bring, 

A bull, a ram, a boar ; and hail the ocean king. 
But home return'd, to each aetherial pow'r 
Slay the due victim in the genial hour: 

So peaceful ſhalt thou end thy bleſsful days, 
And ſteal thyſelf from life by flow decays : 
Unknown to, pain, in age reſign thy breath, 
When late ſtern Neptune points the ſhaft with dunk? 
To the dark grave retiring as to reſt, 

Thy people bleſſing, by thy people bleſt ! 
Vnerring truths, oh man! my lips relate; 

This is thy life to come, and-this is fate. 

To whom unmov'd : If this the gods prepare, 
What heav'n ordains, the wiſe with courage bear. 
But ſay, why yonder on the lonely ſtrands, 
Unmindful of her ſon, Anticlea ſtands ? 

Why to the ground ſhe bends her downcaſt eye? 
Why is ſhe ſilent, while her ſon is nigh ? 
The latent cauſe, oh ſacred ſeer, reveal! 

Nor this, replies the ſeer, will 1 conceal. 
Know, to the ſpectres, that thy bev'rage taſte, 
The ſcenes of life recur, and actions paſt; 

They, ſeal'd with truth, return the ſure reply; 
The reſt repell'd, a tin QUlivIgug, fly. 
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The phantom prophet ceas'd, and funk from ſight 
To the black palace of eternal night. 0 

Still in the dark abodes of death I ſtood, 
When near Antielea mov'd, and drank the blood. 
Strait all the mother in her ſoul awakes, 
And owning her Ulyſſes, thus ſhe ſpeaks. 
Com'ſt thou, my ſon, alive, to realms beneath, 
The doleſome real mis of darkneſs and of death? 
Com'ſt thou alive from pure, aetherial day? 
Dire is the region, diſmal is the way! 
Here lakes profound, there floods oppoſe their waves, 
There the wide ſea, with all his dillows, raves ! 
Or, (ſince to duſt proud Troy ſubmits her tow'rs) 
Com'ſt thou a wand'rer from the Phrygian ſhores ? 
Or ſay, ſince honour call'd thee to the field, | 
Haſt thou thy Ithaca, thy bride, beheld ? 

Source of my life, | cry'd, from earth I fly 
To ſeek Tireſias in the nether ſky, 
To learn my doom: For toſs'd from wo to wo, 
In ev'ry land Ulyfles finds a foe; 
Nor have theſe eyes beheld my native ſhores, 
Since in the duſt proud Troy ſubmits her-tow'rs. 

But, when thy ſoul from her ſweet manſion fled, 
Say, what diſtemper gave thee to the dead ? 
Has life's fair lamp declin'd by flow decays, 
Or ſwift expir'd it in a ſudden blaze? 
Say, if my ſire, good old Laertes, lives ? 
If yet Telemachus, my ſon, ſurvives? 
Say, by his rule is my dominion aw'd, 
Or cruſh'd by traitors with an iron rod ? 
Say, if my ſpouſe maintains her royal truſt, 

hough tempted, chaſte, and obſtinately juſt ? 
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Or if no more her abſent lord ſhe wails, 
But the falſe woman o'er the wife prevails? „ 
Thus I: And thus the parent ſhade returns. 

Thee, ever thee, thy faithful conſort mourns : 
Whether the night.deſcends, or day prevails! 
Thee ſhe by.night, and thee by day bewails. 
Thee in Telemachus thy realm obeys; 

In ſacred groves celeſtial rites he pays, 

And ſhares the banquet in ſuperior ſtate, 
Grac'd with ſuch honours as become the great. 
Thy fire in ſolitude foments his care: | 
The court is joyleſs, for thou art not there! 
No.coſtly;carpcts raiſe his hoary head, 

Ne rich-embroid'ry ſhines to grace his bed: 
Ev'n when keen winter freezes in the ſkies, 
Rank'd with his ſlaves om eartb, the monarch lies: 
Deep are his ſighs, his viſage pale, his dreſs 
The garb of wo, and habit of diſtreſs. 

And when the autumn takes his annual round, 
The leaſy honours ſcattering on the ground; 
:Regardleſs of his years, abroad he lies, 

His bed the leaves, his canopy the ſkies. 

Thus cares on cares his painful days conſume, 
And bow his age with ſorrow to the tomb! 

For thee,.my ſon, I wept my liſe away; 

For thee through hell's eternal dungeons ſtray : 
Nor came my fate by lingering, pains and flow, 
Nor bent the ſilver- ſnafted queen her bow; 
No dire diſeaſe bereav'd me of my breath: 
Thou, thou my ſon, wert my diſcaſe and death: 
VUnkindly with my love my ſon conſpir'd. 
For thee 1 liv'd, for abſent thee expir' d. 
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Thrice through my arms ſhe ſlipt like empty wind, 
Or dreams, the vain illuſions of the mind. 
Wild with deſpair, I ſhed a copious tide 
Of flowing tears, and thus with ſighs reply'd. 
Fly'ſt thou, loy'd ſhade, while I thus fondly mourn? 
Turn to my arms, to my embraces turn! 
Is it, ye pow'rs that ſmile at human harms! 
Too great a bleſs to weep within her arms? 
Or has hell's queen an empty image ſent, 
That wretched I might ev'n-my joys lament ? 
© ſon of wo ! the penſive ſhade rejoin'd, 
Oh molt jnur'd to grief of all mankind! 
Tis not the queen of hell who thee deceives : 
All, all are ſuch, when liſe the body leaves; 
No more the ſubſtance of the man remains, 
Nor bounds the bloed along the purple veins; 
Theſe the funereal flames in atoms bear, 
To wander with the wind in empty air; 
While the impaſlive ſoul reluctant flics, 
Like a vain dream, to theſe infernal ſkies. 
But from the dark dominion ſpeed thy way, 
And climb the ſteep aſcent to upper day ; 
To thy chaſte bride the wondrous ſtory tell, 
The woes, the horrors, and the laws of hell. 
Thus while ſhe ſpoke, in ſwarms hell's empreſs 
brings | 
Daughters and wives of heroes.and of kings; 
Thick and more thick they gather round the blood, 
- Ghoſt throng'd on ghoſt (a dire aſſembly) ſtood! 
Dauntleſs my ſword | ſeiz'd : The airy crew, 
Swift, as it Baſh'd along the gloom, withdrew ; 


Thrice in my arms I ſtrove her ſhade to bind, 2 
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Then ſhade to ſhade in mutual forms ſucceeds, 

Het race recounts, and their illuſtrious deeds. 
Tyro began: Whom great Salmoneus bred ; 

The royal partner of fam'd Cretheus* bed. | 

For fair Enipeus, as from fruitful urns 

He pours his wat'ry ſtore, the virgin burns; 

Smooth flows the gentle ſtream with wanton pride, 

And in ſoft mazes rolls a filyer tide : 

As on his banks the maid enamour'd roves, 

The monarch of the deep beholds and loves ; 

In her Enipens' form and borrow'd charms, 

The am'rous god deſcends into her arms : 

Around, a ſpacious arch of waves he throws, 

And high in air the liquid mountain roſe : 

Thus in ſurrounding floods conceal'd he proves 

The pleaſing tranſport, and completes his loves: 

Then ſoftly ſighing, he the fair addreſt, 

And as he ſpoke, her tender hand he preſt. 

Hail, happy nymph ! no vulgar births are ow'd 

To the prolific raptures of a god: 

Lo! when nine times the moon renews her horn, 

Two brother-heroes ſhall from thee be born ; 3 

Thy early care the future worthies claim, 

To point them to the arduous paths of fame. 

But in thy breaſt th' important truth conceal, 

Nor dare the ſecret of a god reveal: 

For know, thou Neptune view'ſt ! and at my nod 

Earth trembles, and the waves confeſs their god. 

He added not, but mounting ſpurn'd the plain, 
Then plung'd into the chambers of the main. 

Nov in the time's full proceſs forth ſhe brings 

Jove's dread vicegerents, in two future kings; 
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O'er proud-Tolcos Pelias ſtreteb'd his rein, 
And godlike Neleus rub'd the Pylian plan: 
Then fruitful, to her Cretheus royal bed 
She gallant Pheres and fam'd ÆEſon bred- 
From the ſame fountain Amytheon roſe, 
Pleas'd with the did of war, and noble Hout of los. 
There mov'd Antiope with haughty charms, by 
Who bleſs'd the almighty Thund' rer in her arms: 5 
Hence ſprung Amphion, henee brave Zethus came, 
Founders of Thebes, and men of mighty name; 
Though bold in open field, they yet ſurround | 
The town with walls, and mold injecte on alt 5 
Here ram parts ſtood; there tours rofe high in air, Jy 
And here through ern wide portals ruſh'd the war. Fr 
There with {6ft ſtep tlie fait Alcmena trod, 8 
Who bore Aleides to the thund'r ring god; * - " 
And Meyara, who'charm'd the ſon of Jove,, . 5 
And ſoften'd his ſtern ſoul to tender lore. 
Sullen and four; wich diſcontented mien, 5 5 8 a | 
Jocaſta frown'd, th* inceftuous Theban q ueen: 3 
| With her own ſon ſhe Joit? d in nbprfal Bände, 
Though father's blood' indru d his * handy: 
The gods and men the Aire offenee deteſt; 
The gods with: all their furies rend his brei: MITT 
In lofty: Thebes he wore th imperiil'crown, © © 22217 
A pompoue wreteh! gechts d upon a throne: - als 0K 
The wife ſelfamurder d from a beam depends, 
And her foul'bul to Blackeſt hell deſtends ?: 
Thenee to her ſon the decent puter ſhe'bitnes;" * 
And the fiends havnt Him with a'thoufknif fag: of fa 
And now the beauteous hörts 1.defety, | _ On . at 
A lovely ſhade, Amphion's Lanta 4 981 RI 
Vo L. IX. 
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With gifts unnumber'd Neleus ſought her arms, 
Nor paid too dearly for unequal'd charms; | 
Great in Orchomenos, in Pylos great, 


He ſway'd the ſceptre'with imperial ſtates! + - + 


Three gallant ſans the joyfu} monarch _ - 
Sage Neſtor, Perielimegus the bold. 
And Chro mius laſt; but of the ſofter. gc 


One nywph alone, a miracle of. grace. 10 91 il 


Kings on their thrones for lovely; Pero 3 
The fire denies, and kings rejected mourn. 


To him alone the beauteous prize he yields, 
"Whoſe arm ſhould raviſh from. Phylacian folds 


The herds of ipbyclus, detain' d in wrong; 


Wild, furious berds, unconguerably . wort : 42 


This dares a ſeer, but ought the. ſeer b bs 
In beauty's cauſe illuſtriouſly he 
Twelve moons the foe the captive youth detains 
In painful dungeons, and coercive chains ; 


The toe at laſt, from duranoe where he lay, 
His art revering, gave him back to day; EY 


Won by prophetic knowledge, to fulfil _ 
The ſteadfaſt purpoſe of th' almighty will. 
With graceful port advancing now I ſpy'd 


Leda the fair, the godlike Tyndar's bride: 


Hence Pollux ſprung, who wields, with farious n. 
The deathful gauntlet, matchleſs in the fray: 
And Caſtor, glorious. on th embattled plain 


Curbs the proud Reed;; reluctant to the rein: 4 


By turns they viſit this actherial ſky, | , - 
And live alternate, and alternate die: 


Reign the tmin-gods, the ad rite ſons of * 


In hell beneath, on earth, in heav'n abore 2 
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There Ephimedis trod the gloomy plain, 

Who charm'd the monarch of the boundleſs main 1 
Hence Epbialtes, hence ſtern Otus ſprung, 

More fierce than giants, more than giants ſtrong: 

The earth o'erburden'd groan'd beneath their bac 2 
None but Orion e' er ſurpaſs'd their height: 

The wondrous youths had ſcarce nine winters told, = 
When high in air, tremendous to behold, 1 
Nine ells aloft they rear d their touring bead, 

And full nine cubits broad their ſhoulders 0G 3 
Proud of their ſtrength, and more than mortal ſize, 
The gods they challenge, and affect the ſkies; | 
Heav'd on Olympus tott'ring Offa ſtood . 

On Offa, Pelion nods with all his wood: 
Such were the youths! had they to manhood grown, 
Almighty Jove had trembled on his throne, 
But ere the harveſt of the beard began 4 

To briſtle on the chin, and promiſe man, 

His ſhafts Apollo aim'd ; at once they found, - 

And ſtretch the giant-monſters o'er the ground. 
There mournful Phaedra with ſad Procris moves, 
Both beauteous ſhades; both hapleſs in their loves; 
And near them'walk'd; with ſolemn pace and . 
Sad Ariadne, partner of their wo 1 * 
The royal Minos Ariadne bred; 434) 

She Theſeus loy'd ; from: Crete with Theſeus toda... 
Swift to the Dian ifle the hero flies 
And tow'rds his Athens bears the lovely prize; 1 
There Bacchus with fierce rage Diana fires 
The goddeſs aims her ſhaft ; the aymph ne: ar 

7 N 1 
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There Bripbjle weeps, who acids, 2 
Her lord, her honqur, ſor the. luſt of gold. 
But, ſhould L al recount, the night Wor. Wh. wy 
Unequal. to the melancholy, tale: Mn 
And all compoling reſt my nature craves,. 

Here in the court, or yonder on the waves : : 
In you I truſt, and in the heav 'oly pow. rs, 
To land Ulyſſes on his native ſhores, 
He ceas d: But left ſo charming on their e ear 
His voice, that liſF'ning till they ſeem'd to hear: 
Till riſing, up; Arete. ſilence broke, . YE 
Stretch'd out her ſaowy hand, and thus the ſpoke: 3 
| What wondrous man heay'y ſends us in our ral 
Through all his woes the hero ſhines confeſt: 
His comely port, his ample n 
A manly air, majeſtic. in diſtreſs. REA au 
He, as my gueſt, is my peenliar care: 
You ſhare the pleaſure, — then in bounty thaxe + 
To worth in miſery a rev'rence. pay, N 0 
And with a gen rous hand reward his ſtay ; 
For ſince kind heav bac gar emi beg Me, 
Give it to heav'n, by aiding the diſtreſs d. b 
Then ſage Echeneus, whoſe grave rer rend b, f 
The hand of time had filver'd o'er with ſnow, 
Mature in wiſdom, roſe 7 'Your:werds, be =_ | 8 
Demand obedience, for your words are wiſh.” 03:5 17 7 
But let our king rect the glotions way E 
* _» To gen'rous acts ; our part is to obey. | t £ 
While lite informs theſe limbs, (the King reply's), 1 
| T 
T 


Well to deſerve, be all wy cares employ'd. 
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But here this night the royal gteſt detain, 
Till the fun flames Aldng th? actherial Plata: > eo Z 
Be it my talk to fend, with ample ſtores, | | | 
The ſtranger from dur hoſpitable fhores: 
Tread you my ſteps Dis mine to lead the TOTES 
The firſt in glory; #5 the frlt'in place. 
To whom the prinet: This night with; joy 1 bi nen 
o monarch great in virtue us in Way! ! 
If thou the circling year thy ſtay controul, 
To raiſe a bounty noble às thy foul; 
The circling year T wait, with ampler ſtores 1 
And fitter pomp to hail my native ſhores : | 
Then by my tealms dur homäge would be paid; 
For wealthy kings are 16yally obey di! 
O king! for ſuch thou art, aud fore thy blood 
Through veins (he ery'd) of royal fathers flow'd; 
Unlike thoſe vagrants who on falſehood Hire, 
$kill'd  finooth tales, und artful to deckte; 
Thy better ſoul abhors che Uar's part. 
Wiſe is thy voice, and noble is thy heart. 
Thy words like waſic ev'ry breaſt eonttoul, ' 
Steal through the'ear, and witi upon the a | 
Soft, as ſome ſong divine, thy ſtory flows, 
Nor better could the Mule record thy woes. 
But ſay, upon the dak and diſwal edit, 
Saw'ſt thou the worthies'of the Grecian hoſt} | 
The godlike leaders, who, in battle flain, © © 
Fell before Troy, and nobly prefs'd the plain of 
And lo! a length ef fight behind remains; 
The ev'ning ſtars ſilt mount th actherial — 
Thy tale with raptures-I could hear thee tell) , 
Thy woes on a enn the wondrous ſcenes in hell, 
E3 


Till in the vault of heay'n the ſtars deeay,, | 

And the ſky reddens with the riſing dax. 
o worthy of the pow'r the gods aflign'd, , 

(Ulyſſes thus replies), a king in mind! .. 

Since yet the early hour of night allows, 

Time for diſcourſe, and time for ſoft , . 

If ſcenes of miſery can entertain, ly ary 

Woes I unfold, of woes a diſmal train. | 

Prepare to hear of murder and of blood; J 

Of godlike heroes who uninjur d ſtood 

Amidſt a war of ſpears in foreign lands,. | 

Yet bled at home, and bled by female hands. 
Now fummon'd Proſerpine to hell's black hall. 

The heroine ſhades ; they yaniſh'd at her call, 
When lo! advanc'd the forms of heroes flain 

By ſtern Egyſthus, a majeſtic train, 
And high above the reſt, Atrides preſs'd, the plain. 

He quaff d the gore; and Qrait his ſoldier knew, 

And from his eyes pour'd down the tender dew; 
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* 
5 
* 
* 


His arms he ſtretch d his arms the touch deceive, 1 


Nor in the fond embrace, embraces give: | 
His fubſtance yaniſh'd, and þis trength- decay'd, 
Now all Atrides j is an empty, ſhade... ING 
Mov'd at the fight, I for a ſpace reſign'd. 

To ſoft affliction all my manly mind. 

At laſt with tears—O what relentleſs doom, 
Imperial phantom, bow'd thee to the tomb? _ 
Say, white the ſea, and while the tempeſt raves, 
Has fate oppreſs'd thee in the roaring waves, 
Or nobli feiz'd thee in the dire alarms _ 

Of war and ſlaughter, and the claſh of arms? 
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The gboſt returns: O chier of human kind 
For active courage and a patient mind : . 
Nor while the fea, nor while the tempeſt des, 
Has fate oppreſs d me or the roaring waves; 
Nor nobly ſeiz d me in the dire alarme 45 | 
Of war and ſlaughter; and the claſh of arms. 30 
Stabb'd by a murd'rous hand Atrides dy'd,_ 

A foul adult'rer, and a faithlefs bride ; 
Ev'n in my mirth, and at the friendly feaſt, 


. Ofer the full bowl, the traitor ſtabb'd his , 858 8 


Thus by the gory arm of ſtaughter falls 
The ſtately ox, and bleeds within the (ſtalls; 
But not with me the direful murder ends, 


Theſe, theſe expir d! their crime, they were my friends; 8 


Thick as the boars, which ſome luxurious lord 
Kills for the feaſt, to crown the nuptialb board. 


When war has thunder'd with its loudeſt ſt is 2 du 
Death thou haſt ſeen in all her ghaſtly forms; 3 Jy 


In duel met her, on the liſted: ground, 


When hand to hand they wound return 1 wound; 3 


But never have thy eyes aſtoniſh'd view's" 
So vile a deed, ſo dire a ſtene of blood. 

Ev'n in the flow of joy, when now the bowl 
Glows in our veins, and opens ev'ry ſoul, 
We groan; we faint ;/ with blood the dome is dy*d, 


And o'er the pavement floats the dreadful. SLA, | 


Her breaſt all'gore, with lamentable cries, 
The bleeding. innocent Caſſandra dies! 


Then, though pale death froze cold in ev'ry vein, 


My ſword I ſtrive to wield, but ftrive in vain; 

Nor did my trait'reſs wife theſe eyelids _— en 

Or 3 in death my limbs compoſe, | 
E 4 
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O woman, woman, when to ill thy mind 5 For 
Is bent, all hell contains no ſouler find: n Th 
And ſuch was mine! who baſely plung'd ber ed. E 
Through the fond heſom where the Wenger... H In 1 
Alas ! I hop'd, the toils EIS lar vo Or 
To meet ſoft quiet and repoſe at home; 2 10 No 
Deluſive hope! ©. wife, thy Jede difprace . - : 2] 
The perjur d ſex, and blacken all the race 30 8 333 1 If 1 

And ſhould poſterity one virtuous find. 1005 | Or 
Name Clytemneltra, they: will.curſe the kinds) + Tr 

O injur'd ſhade! I cry'd, what mighty woes J 

To thy imperial race from woman'roſe! ! ORG N agT An 

By woman here thou trad'{tithis mournfal ad. 71485 Til 

| Ap. Greece. by, woman lies a defert land. Ms d 
Warn'd by my ills, beware, the — 4 | 

Nor truſt the ſax that is ſo \ravely-wiſc, : $4 3742 161 elits Ar 

When earneſt to explore; thy ſecret breaſt, * W. 
Unfold ſome trifle, but conceal the reſt, [| ' Ne 
ee eee deren rt Wein lob 7 

or thee ſhe feels ſincerity of woe Ar 
8 — | 4 
She ſhone unrival'd with a blaze of charms, - 5 W 
Thy infant ſon her fratzrant boſom preſt, i Ne 
Hung at her knee, or wanton d at her breaſt; Tt 
But now the years a num'rous train have ran; 6437! 7 
The blooming boy is/ripen'd into man; 4 Te 
Thy eyes ſhall ſee him burn with noble fire, Fo 
The fire ſhall bleſs his ſon, the ſon his ſire: Lo 
But my Oreſtes never met theſe eyes, | Bu 
Without one look the murder'd father dies. : 80 


Then from a wretched friend this wiſdom learn, 
Ev'a to thy queen diſguis'd, unknown, return; 
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For ſince of woman - kind fo few are juſt, 
Think all are falſe, nor ev'n the faithful truſt. 
But ſay, reſides my ſon in royal port. 
In rich Orehomenos, or Sparta's court? 19575 
Or ſay in Pyle? for yet he na eve 5 1 4d 
Nor glides a phantom. through the realms of night, 
Then Iz Thy ſuit is vain ;; nor can I wy 
If yet he breathes in realms of chearful day, 
Or pale and wan beholds theſe nether ſkies: . 
Truth I revere; for wiſdom never lies. 
Thus in a tide of tears our ſorrows flow, 
And add new horrors to the realms of wo: 
Till ſide by ſide along the dreary colt” | 
dvanc'd Achille® and Patroclus ghoſt, 
friendly pair! neartheſe'the Py lian ſtray'd, 
And tow'ring Ajax, an illuſtrious hide? 

War was his joy, and-pleas'd with loud alarms, - 
Non but Pelides brighter ſhone in arnns. . 
Through the thick gloom' his friend Achilles knew, 
And as he ſpeaks, the tears deſcend in dew. 
Com'ſt thou alive to view the Stygian bounds, 

Where the wan ſpeQtres walk eternal round; 

Nor fear'ſt the durk and diſmal waſte to trade, 

Throng'd with pale ghoſts, familiar with the dead? 
To whom with ſighs: I paſs theſe dreadful gates 

To ſeck the The ban, and conſult the Fates: 

For (till diſtreſs'd I rove from coaſt to coal, 

Loſt to my friends, and to my country loſt. 

But ſure the eye of time beholds no name 

So blcſs'd as thine in all the rolls of fame; 


* Antilochus, 
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Alive, we hail'd thee with our Suardian TEN 
And dead, thou rul'ſt a king in theſe abodes. 


Talk not of ruling in this dolꝰrous gloom, . , 
Nor think vain words (he cry'd)'can © . doom. 


Rather I chuſe laboriouſly to bear 

A weight of woes; and breathe the ous, 

A flave to ſome poor hind that toits for bread, 
Than reign the ſcepter'd monarch of the dead. 
But ſay, if in my ſteps my fon proceeds, 

And emulates his godlike father's deeds ? 

If at the elaſh of arms, and ſhout of foes, 

Swells his bold heart, his boſom nobly glows? 
Say, if my fire, the rev rend Peleus, reigns. 
Great in his Phthia, and his throne maintains; 


Or weak: and-old, my youthful ere TEN 


To fix the ſceptre ſteadfaſt in his hands? 

O might the lamp of life rekindled burn, 

And death releaſe me from the ſilent urn! 

This arm that thunder d o'er the Phrysian eo 
And ſwell'd the ground with mountains of the Dain, 
Should vindicate my injur'd father's fame,.. .' , 
Cruſh the proud rebel, and aſſert his claim. 

Illuſtrious ſhade !' (I cry'd), of Peleus tes 

No circumſtance the voice of fame relates: 

But hear with pleas'd. attention the renown, 

The wars and wiſdom. of thy gallant ſon: 

With me from. Scyros to the field. of as... 

Radiant in arms, the blooming hero came. 
When Greece aſſembled. all her hundred ſtates, 
To ripen counſels, and decide debate . 

Heav'ns! how he charm'd us with a flow of et; 

And won the heart with manly eloguence!. 
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He firſt was ſeen of all the peers to tiſe, | 

The third io wiſdom where they all were wits 

But when, to try the fortune of the day, | 

Hoſt moy'd tow'rd hoſt in terrible arrays 

Before the van, impatient for the ſight, 

With martial port he ſtrode, and ſtern delight; * 

Heaps ſtrew'd on heaps beneath his faulchion groan'd,. 

And monuments of dead deform'd the ground. 

The time would fail, ſhould I in order tell 5 

What foes were vanquiſh'd, and what numbers fell ; 

How, loſt through love, Eurypylus was ſlain, . 

And round him bled his hold Cetzan train. 

To Troy no hero came, of nobler line, 

Or if of nobler, Memnon, it was thine.. | 
When llion in the horſe receiv'd her doom, 

And unſeen armies ambuſh'd in its womb; 

Greece gave her latent warriors to my care, 

'Twas mine on Troy to pour th' im priſon'd war; 

Then when the boldeſt boſom beat with fear, 

When the ſtern eyes of heroes dropp'd a tear; 

Fierce in his look his ardent valour glow'd, 

Fluſh'd in his cheek, or fally'd in his blood; 

Indignant in the dark receſs he ſtands, | 

Pants for the battle, and the war demands; | 

His voice breath'd death, and with a martial air 

He graſp'd his ſword, and ſhook his glitt'ring ſpear. 

And when the gods our arms with conqueſt crown'd, 

When Troy's proud bulwarks ſmok'd upon the ground, 

Greece, to reward her ſoldier's gallant toils, 

Heap'd high his navy with unnumber d ſpoils. 
Thus great in glory from the din of war 

Safe he return'd, without one hoſtile ſcar; 17 
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Though ſpears in iron tempeſts raln'd aroond, Tur 
Yet innocent they play d, and 'guiltleſs of a wound. Ani 
While yet J ſpoke, the ſhade with tranſport wan, \ 
Roſe in his majeſty, and nobler trode ; Mess In 
With haughty Nalk' he fought the Uiſtant glades 1 
of warrlor-kitigs, 2 and join'd th* Hluſt rious ads. Thi 
Now, without number, ghoſt by holt atoſe, An 

All waithif With Unultcrabte wade, But 
Alone, apart, in diſcontented bod, LOO Hig 

| a elomy hte! the fl AJ ot; cond Ste 
For ever ſud, with proud Ulſtalti he pin'd Ar 
And the loft #rcis for ever ſtung his mind; Th 
Though to the conteſt Thetis gave the laws, Went Stil 
And Pallas, by the Trojans, judg'd the caviſe. Ab 
O why wis I victorious in the'ſtrife? © N 
O dear- bought honour with 10 brave u Hf!!! Sw 
With him the firevigth of war, the foldier's pride, A 
Our ſecond hope to great Achilles dy'd! Al 

| Touch'd at the ſight; from tears I'icarce refrain, Ste 
And tender ſorrow thrills in Every Velny © No 
Penſive and fal 1 ſtand, ar hun becon, 9 
With accents tnild,'th* inexorable ghoſt. , on 
Still burns thy rage ? and can brave ſouls reſent Tx 

' Ev'n after death? Relent, great ſhade, retent! Sen 
Periſh thoſe : arms which by the gods decree 85 Inc 
Accurs d our army with the loſs'of thee! Tl 
With thee we fell; Greece wept thy hapleſs fates; Fo 
And ſhook aſtoniſh'd through her hulndtea Mates; Li 
Not more, when great Achilles prefs d the ground, | W 
And breith'd kis manly ſpirit through the wound. Te 


O deem thy fall not ow'd to'mah's deeree! | | 
Jore hated Greece, and — Greece in thee! Pe 
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Turn then, oh peaceful turn ! thy. wrath controul, 
And calm the raging tempeſt of thy opt. 5 
While yet 1 ſpeak, the ſhade diſdains to, * : 

In Glence turns, and ſulſen ſtalks. away, | 
Touch'd at his ſour retreat, through deepeſt night, 
Thro' hell's black bounds [ bad purſu'd his flight, | 
And forc'd the Gubborn ſpectre to reply; 

But wondrous viſions drew. my curious eye. 


High on a throne tremendous to. behold, 5 f 


Stern Minos waves a mace of burniſh'd Fr : 

Around, ten thouſand thou ſand ſpectres ſtand 

Through the wide dome of Dis, a trembling band. 

Still as they plead, the fatal lots be rolls, 

Abſolves the 940, and dooms the guilty : ſouls. 
There huge Orion of pottentous lize, 

Swift thro' the gloom : a jant-bunter flies: 

A pond'rqus mace of. braſs with direful ſway 

Aldft h he whirls, t to. erpſh | the ſavage prey; 7 

stern beaſts in trains that by his truncheon fell, 

Now griſly forms, ſhoot o'er the lawns of hell. 
There Tityns large; and long, i in fetters bound, 

O'erſpreads nine acreß c of, infernal ground; 

Two rav'nous vultures, | furious for their food, 


Scream o'er the fiend, and, riot i in his blend, 
Inceſſant gore the liver ig his breaſt: | 
Th' immortal. liver. grows, and, gives th“! immortal ras 
For as o'er Panone's engmel' d plain 
Latona journey dito the Pythian, fanes,  _ 
With baughey ovp th'.audaciqus, monſter ve 
To force the goddeſo, and. to riyal Jo ve. 
There Tantalus along the Stygian, bounds R 
Pours out deep groans, with groans all hell reſounds, 


„ rn * 


98 ' HOMER's ODYSSEY. XI. 527. 


Ev'n in the eirling floods refreſhnient crives, = 
And pines with thirſt amidſt a ſea of waves 3 * 
When to- the water he his lip applies, 

Back from his lip the treach'rous water _ 

: Above, beneath, around his haplels head, 

Trees of all kinds delicious fruitage rend: 3 


There figs ſky-dy'd a purple hue diſcloſe, . £361 Da; 


Green looks the olive, the pomegranate glows; 
There dangling pears exalted ſcents unfold, 


And yellow apples ripen into gold : 
The fruit he ſtrives to ſeize :. But blaſts ariſe, 
Toſs it on high, and whirl it to the ſkies. 
I turn'd my eye, and as I turn'd ſurvey'd, 
A mourn ful viſion! the Siſyphian ſhade; 
With many a, weary ſtep, and. many a groan, 
Up the high hill he heaves a buge round ſtore: 
The huge round tone, reſulting with a bound, 


Thunders impetuous down, and ſmokes along the 


ground; 
Again the reſtleſs orb his toil renews, 
Duſt mounts in clouds, and ſweat deſcends in 4 | 
Now I the ſtrength of Hercules behold, Me 
A tow'ring ſpectre of gigantic mold, 
A ſhadowy form ! for high in heay'n's abodes 
Himſelf reſides, a god among the gods: : 
There in the bright aſſemblies of the ſkies, 
He nectar quaſfs, and Hebe crowns his joys. 
Here hov'ring ghoſts, like fowl, his ſhade ſurround, 
And clang their pinions with terrific ſound ; 
Gloomy as night he ſtands, in act to throw 
Th' r arrow from the e . 
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Around his breaſt a wondrous zone is roll'd, 
Where woodland monſters grin in fretted sold; : 
There ſullen lions' fternly ſeem to r,, ö 
The bear th grow, ta foam the tufky boar; 
There War, and Havock, and Deſtruction ſtood, 
And vengeful Murder red with human blood! © 
Thus terribly atorti'd the figures ſhice, 428 
Inimitably wrought with (kill divine. 
The mighty ghoft advanc'd with awful look, 
And turning his grim viſage, ſternly ſpoke. 
O exercis'd in grief! by arts refin dd! 
O taught to bear the wrongs of baſe mankind! 
Such, ſuch was 1! ſtill toſs'd from care to care, 
While in your world I drew the vital air! 
Ev'n I who from the Lord of thunders roſe, 
Bore toils, and dangers, and a weight of woes ; 
To a baſe monarch ſtill a ſlave confin'd, 
(The hardeſt bondage to a gen'rous mind ) 
Down to theſe worlds I trod the diſmal way, 
And dragg'd the three-mouth'd dog to upper day; 
Ev'n hell I conquer'd, through the friendly aid 
Of Maia's offspring and the martial maid. 
Thus he; nor deign'd for our reply to ſtay, 
But turning ſtalk'd with giant-ſtrides away. 
Curious to view the kings of antient days, 
The mighty dead that live in endleſs praiſe, 
Reſolv d | ſtand; and haply had ſurvey d 
The godlike Theſeus, and Perithous ſhade; 
But ſwarms of ſpectres roſe from deepeſt hell, 
With bloodleſs viſage, and with hideous yell, 
They ſcream, they ſhriek; ſad groans and diſmal ſounds 
Stun my ſcar'd cars, and pierce hell's atmoſt bounds. 
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No more my heart the diſmal din ſuſtains 
And my cold blood hangs ſhiv'ring in my veins; 
Leſt Gorgon riſing from th' infernal lakes, 
With horrors arm d, and curls of hifling ſnakes, 
Should fix me, ſtiffen d at the monſtrous ſight, 

A A ſtony image, in eternal night 

Straight from the direful coaſt to purer air 

F ſpeed my flight, and to my mates, repair. 

My mates aſcend the ſhip ; they ſtrike their oars; 
The mountains leſſen, and retreat the ſnores: 

Swift o'er the waves we fly; the freſh'ning gales 
Sing eie the un. and * che ſwelling ſails, 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


The Sirens, 80 la. and Charybdis. 


He relates, how, aſter his return from the ſnades, he 
was ſent by Circe on his voyage, by the coaſt of the 
Sirens, and by the ſtrait of Scylla and Charybdis : 
The manner in which he eſcaped thoſe dangers ; 
How, being caſt on the iſland Trinacria, his com- 
panions deſtroyed the oxen of the ſun : The ven- 
geance that followed : How all periſhed by ſhip- 
wreck, except himſelf, who, ſwimming on the maſt 
of the ſhip, arrived on the iſland of Calypſo. With 
which his narration concludes, | 
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1 o'er the rolling ſurge the veſſel flies, 

= Till from the waves th' aean hills ariſe. 
Here the gay Morn reſides in radiant bow'rs, 
Here keeps her revels with the dancing Hours; 
Here Phoebus riſing in th* actherial way, 

Thro' heav'n's bright portals pours the beamy day. 
At once we fix our halſers on the land, 

At once deſcend, and preſs the deſert ſand; 

There worn and waſted, loſe our cares in ſleep, 
To the hoarſe murmurs of the rolling deep. 

Soon as the morn reſtor'd the day, we paid 

Sepulchral honours to Elpenor's ſhade. 

Now by the axe the ruſhing foreſt bends, 

And the huge pile along the ſhore aſcends, 
Around we ſtand, a melancholy train! 

And a loud groan re-echoes from the main. 
Fierce o'er the pyre, by fanning breezes ſpread, 
The hungry flame devours the filent dead. 

A riſing tomb, the ſilent dead to grace, 

Faſt by the roarings of the main we place; 
The riſing tomb a lofty column bore, 

And high above it roſe the tap'ring oar. 

Meantime the goddeſs our return ſurvey'd 
From the pale ghoſts, and hell's tremendous ſhade. 
Swift ſhe deſcends : A train of nymphs divine 

Bear the rich viands and the gen'rous wine: 
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In act to ſpeak the powir of magie ſtands, 
And graceful thus accoſts the liſt'ning bands. 
O ſons of wo! decreed by adverſe fates 
Alive to paſs through hell's eternal gates 
All, ſoon or late, are doom'd that path to tread : 
More wretched you! twice number'd with the dead! 
This day adjourn your cares; exalt your ſouls, 
Indulge the taſte, and drain the ſparkling bowls : 
And when the morn unveils her faffron ray, 
Spread your broad fails, and plough the liquid way. 
Lo I this night, your faithful guide, explain 
Your woes by land, your dangers on the main. 
The goddeſs ſpoke. In feaſts we walte the day, 
Till Phoebus downward: plung'd his burning ray 
Thea fable night aſcends, and balmy reſt | 
Seals ev'ry eye, and calms the troubled breaſt, 
Then curious ſhe commands me to relate 
The dreadful ſcenes of Plato's dreary ſtate. 
She ſat in ſilenee while the tale 1 tell, 
The wondrous viſions, and the laws of hell. 
Then thus: The lot of man the gods diſpoſe; 
Theſe ills are paſt ; now hear thy future woes. 
O prince attend! ſome fav ring pow'r be kind, 
And print th' important ftory on thy mind ! 
Next, where the Sirens dwell, you plough-the ſcas ; 
Their ſong is death, and makes deſtruction pleaſe. - 
Unbleſs'd the man, whom mum wins to'ſtay 
| Nigh the curs'd hore, and liſten to the lay! 
No more that wretch ſhall view the joys of life, 
His blooming offspring, or his beauteous wife ! 


Ciree. 
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In verdant meads they ſport, and wide around 
Lie human bones, that whiten all the ground; 
The ground polluted floats with human gore, 
And human carnage taints the dreadfpl ſhore. 
Fly ſwift the.dang'rous coalt.;- Let ev'ry car 
Be ſtopp'd againſt the ſong! tis death to hear 
Firm to the maſt with chains thyſelf be bound, 
Nor truſt thy virtue to th' inchanting ſound. 
If mad with tranſport, freedom thou demand, 
Be ev'ry fetter ſtrainꝰd, and added band to band. | 
Theſe ſeas o'erpaſs'd, be wiſe! but I refrain 
To mark diſtin& thy voyage oer the main: 
New horrots riſe:! let prudence be thy guide, 
And guard thy various paſſage through the tide. 
High o'er the main two rocks exalt their brow, 

The boiling billows thund'ring roll below; 
Through the vaſt waves the dreadful wonders move. 
Hence nam'd Erratic by the gods above. 
No bird of air, no dove of ſwifteſt wing; 
That bears ambroſia to th“ actherial king, 
Shuns the dire rocks: In vain ſhe cuts the ſkies, 
The dire rocks meet, and cruſn her as ſhe flies: 
Not the fleet bark, when profp'rous breezes play, 
Ploughs o'er that roaring ſurge its deſp'rate way; 
O'erwhelm'd it ſinks: While round a ſmoke expires, 
And the waves flaſhing ſeem to burn with fires. 
Scarce the fam'd Argo paſs'd theſe raging floods, 
The ſacred Argo, fill'd with demigods ! 
Ev'n ſhe had ſunk ; but Jove's imperial bride 
Wing'd her fleet fail, and puſn'd ber o'er the tide, 

High in the air the rock its ſummit ſhrouds, 
In brooding tempeſts, and in rolling clouds ; | 
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Loud ſtorms around, and miſts eternal riſe, 
Beat its bleak: brow, and intereept the ſkies. 
: When all the broad expanſion, bright with day, 
Glows with th' autumnal or the ſummer ray, 
The ſummer and the autumn glow in vain, 
The ſky for ever lours, for ever clouds remain. 
Impervious to the ſtep of man it ſtands, | 
Tho* born by ene, feet, tho arm'd with twenty: 
hands; 
Smooth as the poliſh of the mirror riſe 
The lipp'ry ſides, and ſhoot into the ſkies. 
Full in the centre of this rock diſplay d, 
A yawning cavern caſts a dreadful ſhade : 

| Nor the fleet arrow from the twanging bow, 

| Sent with full force, could reach the depth below. 
Wide to the weſt the horrid gulf extends, | 
And the dire paſſage down to bel:deſcends. 

O fly the dreadful fight ! expand thy fails, 
Ply the ſtrong oar, and cateh the nimble gales; 
Here Scylla bellows from her dire abodes, 

- Tremendous peſt! abhorr'd by man and gods! 
Hideous her voice, and with le&-terrors roar 
The whelps of lions in the midnight. hour. 
Twelve feet deform'd and foul the fiend diſpreads: 
Six horrid necks ſhe rears, and fix terrifio heads; 
Her jaws grin dreadful. with three rows of teeth ;. 
Jaggy they ſtand, the gaping den of death: 

: Her parts obſcene the raging billows hide ;. 

| Her boſom terribly o'erlooks the tide. | 

i When ſtung with hunger ſhe embroils the good; 

The ſea- dog and the dolphin are her food ; * 
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She makes the huge leviathan her prey, 
And all the monſters of the wat' ry way; 
The ſwifteſt racer of the azure plain 
Here fills her fails and ſpreads her oars in vain ; Mais > 
Fell Scylla riſes, in her fury roars, 
At once ſix mouths expands; at ence fix men deyours. 
Cloſe by, a'rock of leſs enormous height | 
Breaks the wild waves; and forms a dang' rous ftreights 
Full on its erown a fig's green branches riſe, 
And ſhoot a leafy foreſt to the fkies; 
| Beneath, Charybdis holds her boiſt”rous reigir 
Midſt roaring Whirlpools, and abſorbs the main 8 
Thrice in her gulfs the boiling feas ſubſide, 
Thrice in dire thunders ſhe refunds the tide. 
Oh, if thy veſſel plough the direful waves 
When ſeas retreating roar within her caves, 
Ye periſh all! though he who rules the main 
Lend his ſtrong aid, his aid he lends in vain. 
Ah, ſhun the horrid gulf! by Scylla fly; 
Tis better ſix to loſe, than all to die. 
then: O nymph propitious to my pray'r, 
Goddeſs divine, my guardian pow'r, declare, 
Is the foul fiend from human vengeance freed? 
Or if I riſe in arms, can Seylla bleed? | 
Then ſhe : O worn by toils, oh broke in fight! 
Still are new toils and war thy dire delight? 
Will martial flames for ever fire thy mind, 
And never, never be to heav'n reſign d? 
How vain thy efforts to avenge the wrong? 
Deathleſs the peſt ! impenetrably ſtrong! 
Furious and fell! tremendous to behold! 
Ev'n with a look ſhe withers all the bold! 
F 4 
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She mocks the weak attempts of human might; 
o fly her rage !. thy, conquelt is thy ficht. 


If but to ſeize thy arms thou; make deley, . 
Again the fury vindicates her preß Wet | 


Her fix mouths yawn, and o are ſbatch d . 

From heg foul vamb Crataeis gave to air 
This dreadful, peſt! Tocher direct thy _ by N 
Ta: curb, the momſter int her dire abodes, 
And guard thee through the, tumult ot the foods. 1555 
Thence to Trinacria's ſhore yqu bend your way ß 
Where graze thy, herds, illuſtrious ſource, of day! 

Sev'n herds, ſev'n flocks enxich the ſacred plains, 

Each herd, each flock full fifty, heads contain 
The wondrous kind a length. of age ſurvey, re cf] 
By breed increaſe, not, nor; by death decay. 


Two ſiſter· goddeſſes poſleſs the plain, 
The conſtant. guardians of the woglly. train; 
Lampetie fair, and Phaethuſa young, 


From Phoebus and the bright Neaera ſprung: 
Here watchful o'er the flocks, in ſhady bowrs 
And flow'ry, meads, they, waſte the joyous hours. 
Rob not the god and ſo propitious gales 

Attend thy voyage, and impel thy ſails? 

But, if thy impious hands the flocks deſtroy, 

The gods, the: gods avenge it, and ye die 

'Tis thine alone (thy. friends and navy loſt} 

Through tedious toils to view. thy native colt, 

She ceas d: And now areſe,the-morning; ray; 
Swift to her dome the goddeſs held her way, 
Then to my mates I meaſur d back the-plain, | 
Climb'd the tall bark, and ruſh'd. into the main: 


— 
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Then bending to the ſtroke, their oars they drew 
To their broad breaſts, and ſwift the galley flew. | 
Up-ſprung a briſker breeze ; 3 with freſh ning, gales | 
The friendly goddeſs. ſtretch'd the ſwelling fails : a 
We drop our oars,; at eaſe the pilot guides; wt 
The veſſel light along the level slides; LITER 
When riung ſad and flow, with penſive look, 
Thus to the melancholy train 1 ſpoke: EE 

O friends, oh ever partners of my woes! 8 
Attend, while I what heav'n foredooms diſcloſe ; . 
Hear all ! fate hangs o'er all I on you it lies | 
To live, or perilh.; to be ſafe, be, wiſc ! 3 

In flow'ry meads the ſportive Sirens play, N 
Touch the oft lyre, and tune the vocal, lay. 
Me, me alone, with fetters firmly hound, 
The gods allow to hear the dang rous ſound. 
Hear and obey, : If freedoms demand, . 
Be ev ry fetter [train'd, be added hand to band, 

While yet. I; ſpeak, the winged galley, flies, 
And 10 the Siren ſhores like miſts. ariſe. . 
Sunk were at once the winds; the air aboye,, 
And waves below, at once forgot oe, 
Some daemon calm'd the air, and fmooth'd wh 5 
Huſh'd the loud winds, and charm'd the waves to . 
Now every fail: we furl, each oar we pH ;; 
- Laſh'd by the ſtroke the frothy waters fr. 
The ductile wax with buſy hands I mold, 
And cleft in fragments, and the fragments roll'd: 
Th' aerial region now! grew. warm with day, 
The wax diſſolv' d beneath the burning ray; 
Then ew'ry ear I barr'd againſt the ſtrain, | 
And from acceſs of frenzy lock d the ** 
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Now round the maſt my mates the fetters roll'd, 
And bound me limb by limb, with fold on fold. 
Then bending to the ſtroke, the active train 
Plunge all at once their oars, and cleave the main. 
While to the ſhore the rapid veſſel flies, 
Our fwift approach the Siren quire deſeries; 
Celeſtial muſie warbles from their tongue, 
And thus the ſweet deluders tune the ſong. 
O ſtay, oh pride of. Greece ! Ulyſſes, ſtay ! 
O ceaſe thy courſe, and liſten to our lay! 
Bleſs'd is the man ordain'd our voice to hear; 


The ſong inſtructs the foul, and charms the ear. 


Approach! thy ſout ſhall into raptures riſe ! 
Approach! and learn new wiſdom from the wiſe ! 
We know whate'er the kings of mighty name 
Achiev'd at Ilion in the field of fame; 
Whate'er beneath the ſun's bright journey lies. 

O ſtay, and learn new wiſdom from the wiſe ! 


Thus the ſweet charmers warbled o'er the main; 


My ſonl takes wing to meet the heav'nly ſtrain 3 
I give the ſign, and ſtruggle to de free: 

Swift row my mates, and ſhoot along the ſea 5 
New chains they add, and rapid urge the way, 
Til dying off, the diſtant ſounds decay: 


Then ſcudding ſwiftly from the dangerous ground, D 


The deafen'd ear unloek d, the chains unbound, 
Now all at once, tremendous ſcenes unfold ; 
Thunder'd the deeps, the ſmoaking billows roll'd ! 
Tumultuous waves embroiPd: the bellowing flood; 
All trembling, deafen'd, and aghaſt we ſtood! 
No more the veſſel plough'd the dreadful wave, 
Fear ſeiz d the mighty, and unnerv'd the brave; 
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Each dropp'd his oar : But ſwift from man to man 

With look ſerene I turn'd, and thus began. 

O friends ! oh often try'd in adverſe ſtorms! 

With ills familiar in more dreadful forms! 

Deep in the dire Cyclopean den you lay, 

Yet fafe return'd——— Ulyſſes led the way. 

Learn conrage hence ! and in my care confide : 

Lo! ſtill the ſame Ulyſſes is your guide! 

Attend my words! your oars inceſſant ply ; 

Strain ev'ry nerve, and bid the veſſel fly. 

If from yon juſtling rocks and wavy war 

Jove ſafety grants, he grants it to your care. 

And thou whoſe guiding hand diteQs our way, 

Pilot, attentive liſten and obey! 

Bear wide thy courſe, nor plough thoſe angry waves 

| Where rolls yon ſmoke, yon tumbling ocean raves ; 

Steer by the higher rock; leſt whirPd around 

We ſink, beneath the circling eddy drown'd. 

While yet I ſpeak, at once their oars they ſeize, 

Stretch to the ſtroke, and bruſh the working ſeas. 

Cautious the name of Scylla I ſuppreſt ; 

That dreadful found had chilPd the boldeſt breaſt. 
Meantime, forgetful of the voice divine, 

All dreadful bright my limbs in armour ſhine; 

High on the deck I take my dang'rous ſtand, 

Two glitt'ring jav'lins lighten in my hand; 

Prepar'd to: whisl the whizzing ſpear I ſtay, 

Till the fell fiend ariſe to ſeize her prey. 

Around the dungeon, ſtudious to behold: 

The hideous peſt, my lab'ring eyes I roll'd ; 

In vain ! the diſmal dungeon dark as night 

Veils the dire monſter, and confounds the ſi ght. 
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Now thro' the rocks, appall'd with deep diſmay, 
We bend our courſe, and ſtem the deſp rate way; 
Dire Scylla there a ſcene of horror forms, 6 
And here Charybdis fills the deep with ſtorms. : 
When the tide ruſhes from ber rumbling caves, 
The rough rock roars ; tumultuous boil the waves; 
They toſs, they foam, a wild confuſion raiſe, 

Like waters bubbling o'er the fiery blaze; 

Eternal miſts obſcure th" aerial plain, 

And high above the rock ſhe ſpouts the main; 
When in ber gulfs the ruſhing, ſea ſubſides,, 

She drains the ocean with the refluent tides : 

The rock rebellows with a thund'ring ſound ; 
Deep, wondrous deep, below appears.the ound. 

Struck with deſpair, with trembling hearts we view'd 

The yawning dungeon, and the tumbling flood ; 
When lo ! fierce Scylla ſtoop'd to ſeize her prey, 
Stretch'd her dire j Jaws, and ſwipt fix men away; 
Chiefs of renown ! loud echoing ſhricks ariſe; 

I turn and view them quiy'ring in the ſkies; 
They call, and aid with outſtretch'd arms implere : 
In vaia they call! thoſe arms are ſtretch'd no more. 
As from ſome rock that overhangs the flood, 
The ſilent fiſher caſts th? inſidious food, 

With fraudful care he waits the finny prize, 
And ſudden lifts it quiv'ring to the ſkies: 
So the foul monſter lifts her prey on high; 
So pant the wretches, ſtruggling in the ſky ; 

In the wide dungeon ſhe devours her food, 
And the fleſh trembles while ſhe churns the blood. 
Worn as I am with griefs, with care decay d, 
Never, I never ſcene fo dire ſurvey d! 
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My ſhiv'ring blood congeal'd, forgot to flow; 
' Aghaſft I ſtood, a monument of woe! | 

Now from the rocks the rapid veſſel flies, 
Ard the hoarſe din like diftant thunder dies: 
To Sol's bright iſle our voyage we purſuc; 
And now the slit ring mountains riſe to view. 
There, ſacred to the radiant god of day, 

Graze the fair herds, the flocks promiſeuous ſtray : 
Then ſuddenly was heard along the main 

To low the ox, to bleat the woolly train: 

Strait to my anxious thoughts the ſound convey'd 
The words of Circe and the Theban ſhade; 
Warn'd by their awful voice theſe ſhores to ſhun, 
With cautious fears oppreſs'd, I thus begun. 

O friends! oh ever exercis gd in care! 

Hear heav'n's commands, and rev'rence what ye hear ! ! 
To fly theſe ſhores the preſcient Theban ſhade 

And Circe warns ! O be their voice obey'd ! 

Some mighty wo relentleſs heav'n forebodes ; ; 

Fly the dire regions, and revere the gods! 

While yet I ſpoke, a ſudden ſorrow ran 
Thro' ev'ry breaſt, and ſpread from man to man, 5 
Till wrathful thus Eurylochus began. 

O cruel thou! ſome fury ſure has ſteebd 
That ſtubborn ſoul, by toll untaught to yield! 4 
From ſleep debarr'd, we ſink from woes to woes, 
And, cruel, envieſt 83 a ſhort repoſe? 

Still muſt we reſtleſs roye, new ſeas explore, 
The fun deſcending, and ſo near the fhore? 
And lo! the night begins her gloomy res | 
And doubles ihe terrors of the K 
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Oft in the dead of night loud winds ariſe, 

Laſh the wild ſurge, and bluſter in the ſkies ; 
Oh, ſhould the fierce ſouth-weſt his rage diſplay, 
And toſs with riſing ſtorms the wat'ry way, + 
Though gods deſcend from heav'n's aerial plain 
To lend us aid, the gods deſcend in vain : 

Then while the night diſplays her awful ſhade, 
Sweet time of ſlumber ! be the night obey'd! 
Haſte ye to land: And when the morning-ray 
Sheds her bright beams, purſue the deſtin'd way. 4 
A ſudden joy in ev'ry boſom roſe; © | 


J 
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So will'd ſome daemon, miniſter of woes! 

To whom with grief—O ſwift to be undone, 

Conſtrain'd I act what wiſdom bids me ſhun. 

But yonder herds and yonder flocks forbear ; 

Atteſt the heav'ns, and call the gods to dear: : | 
Content, an innocent repaſt diſplay, PL 
Buy Circe giv'n, and fly the dang'rous prey. 

Thus I: And while to ſhore the veſſel flies, 

With hands uplifted they atteſt the ſkies; 
Then, where a fountain's gurgling waters play, 
They ruſh to land, and end in feaſts the day: 

They feed; they quaff; and now (their hunger fled) 
Sigh for their friends devour'd, and mourn the dead. 
Nor ceaſe the tears, till each in ſlumber ſhares 

A ſweet forgetfulneſs of human cares. 

Now far the night advanc'd her gloomy reign, 
And ſetting ſtars roll'd down the azure plain; 
When, at the voice of Joye, wild whirlwinds riſe, 
And clouds and double darkneſs veil the ſkies; | 
The moon, the ſtars, the bright actherial hoſt, 

Seem as extinct, and all their ſplendors loſt ; 
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The furious tempeſt roars with dreadful ſound: 
Air thunders, rolls the ocean, groans the ground. 
All nigat it rag d; when morning roſe, to land 
We haul'd our bark, and moor'd it on the ſtrand, 
Where.in a beauteous grotto's cool receſs 
Dance the green Nereids of the neighb'ring ſeas. | 
There, while the wild winds whiſtled o'er the main, 
Thus careful I addreſfs'd the liſt'ning train. 
O friends, be wiſe! nor dare the flocks deſtroy 
Of theſe fair paſtures; If ye touch, ye die. 
Warn'd by the high command of heav'n, be aw'd; 
Holy the flocks, and dreadful is the god! 
That god who ſpreads the radiant beams of light, 
And views wide earth and heav'n's unmeaſur'd height. 
And now the moon had run her monthly round, 
The ſouth-eaſt bluſt'ring with a dreadful ſound ; 
Unhurt the beeves, untouch'd the woolly train 
Low through the grove, or range the flow'ry plain : 
Then fail'd our food; then fiſh we make our prey, 
Or fowl that ſcreaming haunt the wat'ry way. 
Till now from ſea or flood no ſuccour found, 
Famine and meagre want beſicg'd us round. 
Penſive and pale from grove to grove I ſtray'd, 
From the loud ſtorms to find a ſylvan ſhade; 
There o'er my hands the living wave I pour, 
And heay'n and heav'n's immortal thrones adore, / 
To calm the roarings ef the ſtormy main, 
And grant me peaceful to my realms again. 
Then o'er my eyes the gods ſoft ſlumber ſhed, 
While thus Eurylochus ariſing ſaid. _ 
O friends ! a thouſand ways frail mortals lead 
To the cold tomb, and dreadful all to tread ; 
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But dreadful moſt, when, by a flow decay, 

Pale hunger waſtes the manly ſtrength away. 
Why ceaſe ye then t' implore the pow'rs above, 
And offer hecatombs to thund'ring Jove? _ 
Why ſeize ye not yon beeves and fleecy prey? 
Ariſe unanimous ; ariſe and ſlay! 

And if the gods ordain a fafe return, 

To Phoebus ſhrines ſhall riſe, and alters burn. 
But, ſhonld the pow rs that o'er mankind preſide, 
Decree to plunge us in the whelming tide, 
Better to ruſh at once to ſhades helow, 

Than linger life away, and nouriſh woe! 

Thus he: The beeves around ſeeurely ftray, | 
When ſwift to ruin they invade the prey: | 
They ſeixe; they kill but for the rite divine, 

The barley fail'd, and for libations, wine. 
Swift from the oak they ſtrip the ſhady pride, 
And verdant leaves the flow'ry cake ſupply'd, 

With pray'r they now addreſß d ttiꝰ actherial train, 
| Slay the ſelected beeves, and flea'the Alain © | 
The thighs, with fat involy'd, divide with art, 
Strew'd oer witihꝭ morſels cut from e ry part. 
Water, inſtead of wine, is brought in urus, 

And pour'd profanely as the victim burns. 
The thigbs thus offer 'd, and the lutrails dreſt, 
They roaſt the frag ments, and prepare the feaſt. 

Twas then ſoft lumber fled my troubled brain; 
Back to the bark I ſpeed along the min. 
When lol an odor from the feaſt eabale, 
Spreads o'er the coaſt, and ſeents the anne _w} 93 77 
A chilly fear congeal'd my vital blood; © LN 
= And thus, obteſting heav'n, T'motitn'd aul 
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O ſire of men and gods, immortal fovet © 

Oh all ye bleſsful pow'rs that reign above! 

Why were my cares beguiÞd in thort repoſe? 

O fatal ſlumber, paid with lafting woes! 

A deed ſo dreadful all the gods alarms, | 

Vengeance is oh the wing, arid heav'n in arms! 455 
Meantime Lampetie mounts th' aerial way, 1 

And kindles into rage the god of day. Ae 
"— ye pow! rs, (he eries), and thou whoſe 

hand 
Aims the red bolt, and burls the writhen brand. f 


When thro' the ports of heav'n I pour the day, 5 
Or deep in ocean plunge the burning ray. | 
Vengeance, ye gods! or l the ſkies forego, 4 
And bear the lamp of heav'n to ſhades below. 
To whom the thund'ring pow'r: O ſource of day, 
Whoſe radiant lamp adorns the azure way, | 
Still may thy beams thro* heav'n's bright portals riſe, 
The joy of earth, and glory of the ſkies : 
Lo! my red arm l bare, my thunders guide 
To dafh th' offenders in the whelming tide. 
To fair Calypſo, from the bright abodes, 
Hermes convey'd theſe councils of the gods. 
Meantime from man to man my tongue exclaims, _ 
My wrath is kindled, and my ſoul in flames. | 
In vain ! I view perform'd the direful deed, 
 Beeves, flain by heaps, along the ocean bleed. 

Now heav'n gave ſighs of wrath ; along the ground 
Crept the raw hides, and with a bellowing ſound $ 
Roar'd the dead limbs; the burning entrails groan'd. 

Vo L. IX. * 


let th; In 
FERN 
22 — 


. 
— 
— 


2 yg * 


ann G ELL, 
„ 


at 
r 


we 
"#5 


A 
th; 
* 
I'S ” 
45 
}; 
14 
Hy 


i 
* 


- _ 
—_— — —— 
— Sw + 
i" 


—— 
- My f 
—ͤ—ũ—— . — 


938 HOMER' ODYSSEY. XII. 467. 


Six guilty days my wretched mates employ 

In impious feaſting, and unhallow'd j joy 

The ſeventh aroſe, and now the fire of gods __ 
Rein'd the rough ſtorms, and calm'd the toſſing floods : 
With ſpecd the bark we climb ; the ſpacious ſails 
Loos'd from the yards invite th' impelling gales. 
Paſt ſight of ſhore, along the {urge we bound, 
And all above is ſky, and ocean all around ! | 
When lo! a murky cloud the Thund'rer forms + 
Full o'er our heads, and blackens heav'n with ſtorms. 
Night dwells o'er all the deep: And now outflies | 
The gloomy weſt, aud whiſtles in the ſkies. 
The mouatain-billows roar: The furious blaſl 
Howls o'er the ſhroud, and rends it from the maſt: | 
The malt gives way, and, crackling as it bends, _ 
Tears up the deck ; then all at once deſcends ; | | 
The pilot by the tumbling ruin ſlain, | 

- Daſh'd from the helm, falls headlong i in the main. 

Then Jove in anger bids his thunders roll, $ 

And forky lightnings flaſh from pole to — 

Fierce at our heads his deadly bolt he aims, 

Red with uncommon wrath, and wrapt in flames: 

Full on the bark it fell; now high, now low, 

Toſs d and retoſs d, it reel'd beneath the blow; 

At once into the main the crew it ſhook: _ 

Sulphureous odours roſe, and ſmould'ring ſmoke. 

Like fowl that haunt the floods, they ſink, they riſe, ? 


um & ws tO 


Now loſt, now ſeen, with ſhrieks, and dreadful cries; 
And ſtrive to gain the bark; but Jove denies. 

Firm at the helm I ſtand, when fierce/the main 
Ruſh'd with dire noiſe, and daſh'd the ſides in twain ; 
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Again impetuous drove the furious blaſt, 

Inapt the-ſtrong helm, and bore to ſea the maſt, | 
Firm to the maſt with chords the helm I bind, | 
And ride aloft, to providence reſign d, 5 
Through tumbling billows, and a war of wind. © 

Now ſunk the weſt, and now a ſouthern breeze, 

More- dreadful. than the tempeſt, laſh'd the ſeas; 
For on the rocks it bore where Scylla raves, 

And dire Charybdis rolls her thund'ring waves. 

All night I drove; and, at the dawn of day, 
Faſt by the rocks beheld the deſp'rate way: 

Juſt when the ſea within her gulf ſubſides, 

And in the roaring whirlpools ruſh the tides. - 

Swift from the float I vaulted with a bound, 

The lofty fig-tree ſeiz'd, and clung around. 

So to the beam the bat tenacious clings, 

And pendent round it claſps his leathern wings. 

High in the air the tree its boughs diſplay'd, 

And o'er the dungeon caſt a dreadful ſhade; . 

All unſuſtain'd between the wave and (ky, . 

Beneath my feet the whirling billows fly, 

What time the judge forſakes the noiſy bar 

To take repaſt, and ſtills the wordy war; 

Charybdis rumbling from her inmoſt caves, 

The maſt refunded on her refluent waves. 

Swift from the tree, the floating maſt to gain, 
Sudden I dropp'd amidſt the flaſhing main; 

Once more undaunted on the ruin rode, 

And oar'd with lab'ring arms along the flood. 

Unſeen I paſs'd by Scylla's dire abodes : 

So . decreed, (dread ſire of men and gods). 
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Then nine long days I plough'd the calmer ſeas, 
Heav'd by the ſurge; and wafted by the breeze. 
Weary and wet th Ogygian ſhores I gain, } 
r the tenth ſun deſoended to the main. 
here in Calypſo's ever · fragrant bowirs 
Refreſh d I lay, and joy beguilꝰd che hours 
My following fates to thee, oh king! are known, 
And the bright partner of thy royal throne © 
Enough: In miſery can words avail? - ' 
Aud what ſo tedious as a twice-told tale? 
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T HE ARGUMENT. 


The Arrival of Ulyſſes in Ithaca. 


ULYSSES takes his leave of Alcinous and Arete, and 
embarks in the evening. Next morning the ſhip ar- 
rives at Ithaca; where the ſailors, as Ulyſſes is yet 
ſleeping, lay him on the ſhore with all his treaſures. 
On their return, Neptune changes their ſhip into a 
rock. In the mean time, Ulyfles awaking, knows 
not his native Ithaca, by reaſon of a miſt which Pallas 
had caſt round him. He breaks into loud lamenta- 
tions ; till the goddeſs appearing to him in the form 
of a ſhepherd, diſcovers the country to him, and 
points out the particular places. He then tells a 
feigned ſtory of his adventures; upon which ſhe ma- 
nifeſts herſelf, and they conſult together of the mea- 
ſures to be taken to deſtroy the ſuitors. To conceal 
his return, and diſguiſe his perſon the more effectually, 
ſhe changes him into the figure of an old beggar. 
83 
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E ceas'd ; but left ſo pleaſing on their ear 
His voice, that lining ſtill they ſeem'd to hear. 
A pauſe of ſilence huſh'd the ſhady rooms: 
The grateful conf*rence then the king reſumes. 
Whatever toils the great Ulyſſes paſt, 
Beneath this happy roof they end at laſt ; 
No longer now from ſhore to ſhore to roam, 
Smooth ſeas, and gentle winds, invite him home, 
But hear me, princes ! whom theſe walls incloſe, 
For whom my chanter ſings, and goblet flows 
With wines unmix'd, (an honour due to age, 
'To chear the grave, and warm the poet's rage.) 
Though labour'd gold and many a dazzling veſt 
Lie heap'd already for our godlike gueſt; 
Without new treaſures let him not remove, 
Large, and expreſlive of the public love : 
Each peer a tripod; each a vaſe beſtow, 
A gen' ral tribute, which the ſtate ſhall owe. 
This ſentence pleas'd : Then all their ſteps addreſt 
To ſeparate manſions, and retir'd to reſt. 
Now did the roſy-finger'd morn ariſe, 
And ſhed her ſacred light along the ſkies. 
Down to the haven and the ſhips in haſte 
They bore the treaſures, and in ſafety plac'd. 
The king himſelf the vaſes rang'd with care; 
Then bad his foHlowers to the feaſt repair. 
A victim ox beneath the ſacred hand 
Of great Alcinous falls, and (tains the _ 
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To Jove th' eternal (pow'r above all pow'rs! 


Who wings the winds, and darkens heav'n with ſhow'rs) 


The flames aſcend: Till ev'ging they prolong 
The rites, more ſacred made by heav'nly ſong : 


For in the midſt, with public honours grac'd, 


Thy lyre divine, Demodocus ! was plac'd. 
All, but Ulyſſes, heard with fix d delight: 

He fat, and ey d the fun, and wiſh'd the night; 
Slow ſeem' d the ſun to move, the hours to roll, 
His native home deep imag'd in his ſoul. 

As the tir'd ploughman ſpent with ſtubborn toil, 
Whoſe oxen long have torn the furrow'd ſoil, 
Sees with delight the ſun's declining ray, 

When home, with feeble knees, he bends his way 
To late repaſt, (the day's hard labour done): 

So to Ulyſles welcome ſet the ſun. 

Then inſtant, to Alcinous and the reſt, 


(The Scherian ſtates), he turn'd, and thus addreſt. 


O thou, the firſt in merit and command 
And you the peers and princes of the land ! 
May ev'ry joy be yours! nor this the leaſt, 
When due libation ſhall have crown'd the feaſt, 
Safe to my home to ſend your happy gueſt. 
Complete are now the bountics you have given, 
Be all thoſe bounties but confirm'd by heav'n ! 
So may I find, when all my wand'rings ceaſe, 
My conſort blameleſß, aud my friends in peace. 
On you be ev'ry bleſs; and ey'ry day, 


In home-felt joys delighted, roll away; 


Yourlſclves, your wives, your long deſcending race, 


May ev'ry god enrich with ey'ry grace! 
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Sure fix d on virtue may your nation ſtand, 
And public evil never touch the land ! 
His words well weigh'd, the gen'ral voice approv 'd 
Benign, and inſtant his diſmiſſion mov'd. 
The monarch to Pontonous gave the ſign, 
To fill the goblet high with roſy wine : 
Great Jove the father firſt (he cry'd) implore; 
Then ſend the ſtranger to his native ſhore. 
The luſcious wine th' obedient herald brought; 
Around the manſion flow'd the purple draught : 
Each from his ſeat to each immortal pours, 
Whom glory circles in th* Olympian bow? rs. 
Ulyſſes ſole with air majeſtic ſtands, | 
The bowl preſenting to Arete's hands; 
Then thus: O queen, farewell! be ſtill poſſeſs'd 
Of dear remembrance, bleſſing ſtill and bleſs'd ! 
Till age and death ſhall gently call thee hence, 
(Sure fate of ev'ry mortal excellence!) 
Farewell! and joys ſucceflive ever ſpring 
To thee, to thine, the people, and the king ! 
Thus he : Then parting prints the ſandy ſhore 
To the fair port: A herald march'd before, 
Sent by Alcinons : Of Arete's train 
Three choſen maids attend him to the main ; 
This does a tunic and white veſt convey, 
A various caſket that, of rich inlay, 
And bread and wine the third. The chearful mates 
Safe in the hollow poop difpoſe the cates : 
Upon the deck, foft painted robes they ſpread, 
With linen cover'd, for the heyo's bed. 
He climb'd the lofty ftern ; then gently preſt 
The ſwelling couch, and la compos'd to reſt. 
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Now plac'd in order, the Pheacian train 
Their cables looſe, and launch into the main: 
At once'they bend, and ſtrike their equal oars, 
And leave the ſinking hills, and leſs' ning ſhores. 
While on the deck the chief in ſilence lies, 


And pleaſing ſlumbers ſteal upon his eyes. 


As fiery courſers in the rapid race, 

Urg'd by fierce drivers through the duſty 1 
Toſs their bigh heads, and ſcour along the plain; 
So mounts the bounding veſſel o'er the main. 


Back to the ſtern the parted billows flow, 
And the black ocean foams and roars below. 


Thus with ſpread ſails the winged galley flies ; 


Leſs ſwift an eagle cuts the liquid ſkies : 


Divine Ulyſſes was her ſacred load, 
A man, in wiſdom equal to a god! 


Much danger, long and mighty toils he dive, 


In ſtorms by ſea, and combats on the ſhore; 
All which ſoft ſleep now baniſh'd from his breaſt, 


Wrapp'd in a pleaſing, deep, and death like reſt. 


But when the morning-ſtar with early ray 0 
Flam'd in the front of heav'n, and promis'd day, 
Like diſtant clouds the mariner deſcries 
Fair Ithaca's emerging hills ariſe. 

Far from the town a ſpacious port appears, 
Sacred to Phorcys' pow'r, whoſe name it bears: 
Two craggy rocks projecting to the main, 

The roaring winds terppeſtuous rage reſtrain ; 
Within, the waves in ſofter murmurs glide, 
And ſhips ſecure without their halſers ride. 


High at the head a branching olive grows, 


And crowns the pointed cliffs with ſhady boughs. 


— 
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Beneath, a gloomy grotto's cool receſs 
Delights the Nereids of the neighb'ring ſeas; 
Wbere bowls and urns were form'd of living ſtone, 
And maſly beams in native marble ſhone ; 


On which the labours of the nymph were roll'a, 


Their webs divine of purple mix'd with gold. 
Within the cave, the cluſt'ring bees attend 


Their waxen works, or from the roof depend 


' Perpetual waters o'er the pavement glide; 


Two marble doors nnfold on either fide ; 


Sacred the ſouth by which the gods deſcend, 


— 


But mortals enter at the northern end. 


Thither they bent, and hauf d their ſhip to land, 
(The crooked keel divides the yellow ſand). | 


- Ulyſſes ſleeping dn his couch they bore, 


And gently plac'd him on the rocky ſhore. 


His treaſures next, Aleinous' gifts, they laid 


In the wild olive's unfrequented ſhade, 


Secure from theft: Then launch'd the bark again, 


- Reſum's their oars, and meaſur'd back the main. 


- 


Nor yet forgot old Ocean's dread ſupreme, 
The vengeance vow'd for eyeleſs Polypheme. 
Before the throne of mighty Jove he ſtood.; 
And ſought the ſecret counſels of the god. 

Shall then no more, O ſire of gods! be mine 
The rights and honours of a pow'r divine ? 
Scorn'd ev'n by man, and (oh ſevere diſgrace!) 


By ſoft Phæacians, my degen'rate race! 
" Againſt yon deſtin'd head in vain I ſwore, 


And menac'd vengeance, ere he reach'd his ſhore 2 
To reach his natal ſhore was thy decree ; 


Mild I obey'd, for who-ſhall war with thee ? 
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Behold him landed, carcleſs and aſleep, 
From all th' eluded dangers of the deep 
Lo where he lies, amidſt a ſhining ſtore 
Of braſs, rich garments, and refulgent ore : 
And bears triumphant to his native iſle 
A prize more worth than Ilion's noble ſpoil. 

To whom the father of th' immortal pow'rs, 
Who ſwells the clouds, and gladdens earth with ſhow'rs ; 
Can mighty Neptune thus of man complain? 
Neptune, tremendous o'er the boundleſs main ! 
Rever'd and awful ev'n in heav'n's abodes, 
Ancient and great! a god above the gods! 

If that low race 0 thy pow'r divine, 
(Weak, daring creatures!) is not vengeance thine ? 
Go then, the guilty at thy will chaſtiſe. 
He ſaid : The ſhaker of the earth replies. 
This then I doom; to fix the gallant ſhip 

A mark of vehgeance on the ſable deep; 

To warn the thoughtleſs ſelf-confiding train, 

No more unlicens d thus to brave the main. 

Full in their port a ſhady hill ſhall riſe, 

If ſuch thy will. We will it, Jove replies. 
Ev'n when with tranſport black' ning all the ſtrand, 
The ſwarming people hail their ſhip to land, 

Fix her forever, a- memorial ſtone : 

Still let her ſeem to fail, and ſeem alone; 

The trembling crouds ſhall fee the ſudden ſhade 

Of whelming mountains overhang their head! 

With that, the god whoſe earthquakes rock the ground, 
Fierce to-Phacacia croſs'd the vaſt profound. 
Swift as a ſwallow ſweeps the liquid way, 

The winged pinnace ſhot along the ſea, | 
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The god atteſts her with a ſudden ſtroke, 
And roots her down an everlaſting rock. 
 Aghaſt the Scherians ſtand in deep ſurpriſe; 
All preſs to ſpeak, all queſtion with their eyes. 
What hands unſeen the rapid bark reſtrain! 
And yet it ſwims, or ſeems to ſwim the main! 
Thus they, unconſcious of the deed divine: 
Till great Alcinous riſing own'd the ſign. 
Behold the long predeſtin'd day ! (he cries), 


bh certain faith of antient prophecies ! 


5 : Theſe ears have heard my royal ſire diſcloſe 
A dreadful ſtory, big with future woes; 
How mov'd with wrath, that careleſs we convey | 


Promiſcuous ev'ry gueſt to ev'ry bay, 
Stern Neptune rag'd ; and how by his command 


Firm rooted in the ſurge a ſhip ſhould ſtand; 
(A monument of wrath !) and mound on 'mound 


Should hide our walls, or helm beneath the ground. 
The fates have follow'd as declar'd the ſeer. | 

Ze humbled; nations! and your monarch hear. 

No more unlicens'd brave the deeps, no more 

With ev' ry ſtranger paſs from ſhore to ſhore ; 

On angry Neptune now for mercy call: 

To his high name let twelve black oxen fall. 

So may the god reverſe his purpos'd will, 

Nor o'er our city hang the dreadful hill. 
The monarch ſpoke : They trembled and obey'd, 

Forth on the ſands the victim oxen led 

The gather'd tribes before the altars ſtand, 

And chiefs and rulers, a majeſtic band. 

The king of Ocean all the tribes implore ; 

The blazing altars redden all the ſhore. 
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Releas'd from ſleep, and round him might ſurvey 
The ſolitary ſhore, and rolling ſea. 
Yet had bis mind through tedious abſence loſt ; 
The dear remembrance of his native coaſt; 
Beſides, Minerva, to ſecure her care, 
Diffus'd around a veil of thicken'd air: 
For ſo the gods ordain d, to keep unſeen _ 
His royal perſon from his friends and. queen, . 
Till the proud ſuitors for their crimes. afford 
An ample vengeance to their injur' d lord. | 
| Now all the land another proſpect bore, | 
Another port appear'd, another ſhore, 
And long-continu'd ways, and winding floods, : 
And unknown ee crown'd. with known: : 
woods. 
Penſive and flow, 5 ſudden erief . 
| The king aroſe, and beat his careful breaſt, 
| | | Caſt a long look v'er all the coaſt and main, 
- And ſought, around, his native realm in vain: 
| Then with erected eyes ſtood fix'd in- wo, 
3 And as he. ſpoke, the tears began to flow. 
| Te gods! (he cry'd), upon what barren coaſt, 
In what new region is Ulyſſes toſt? 
Poſſeſs d by wild barbarians fierce in arms, 
Or men whoſe boſom tender pity warms ? 
| ; Where ſhall this treaſure now in · ſafety lie? 
| And whither, whither its ſad owner fly? 
| Ah why did 1 Aleinous' grace implore? 
| Ah why forſake Phacacia's happy ſhore? . 
Some juſter prince perhaps had entertain d, 
| 
| 


Meanwhile Ulyſſes in his country lays 1; 5 
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And fafc reſtor d me to my native land. 
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Is this the promis'd, long- expected coaſt, 

And this the faith Phaeacia's rulers boaſt ? 

Oh righteous gods! of all the great, how few . 

Are juſt to heav'n, and ta their promiſe true 

But he, the pow'r to whoſe all-ſceing eyes 

The deeds of men appear without diſguiſe, 

'Tis his alone t' avenge the wrongs [ bear: 

For ſtill th' oppreſs d are his peculiar care. | 
To count theſe preſents, and from thence to prove 

Their faith, is mine: The reſt belongs to Jove. 
Then on the ſands be rang'd his wealthy ſtore, 

The gold, the veſts, the tripods, number'd o'er ; 

All theſe he found, but (till i in error loſt . 

Diſconſolate he wanders on the coaſt, 

Sighs for his country, and laments again 

To the deaf rocks, and hoarſe-reſounding main. 

When lo! the guardian goddeſs of the wiſe, 

Celeſtial Pallas, ſtood. before his eyes; 

jn ſhow a youthful ſwain, of form divine, 

Who ſeem'd deſcended from ſome princely line, 

A graceful robe her lender body dreſt, 

Around her ſhoulders flew the waving veſt, 

Her decent hand a ſhiniog jav'lin bore, . 

And painted ſandals on her feet ſhe wore, | 

To whom the King : Whoe'er of human race 

Thou art, that wander'ſt in this deſert place! 

With joy to thee, as to ſome god, I bend; 

To thee my treaſures and myſelf commend. 

O tell a wretch in exile doom'd to (tray, 

What air I breathe, what country I ſurvey ? 

The fruitful continent's extremeſt bound, 

Or ſome fair iſle which Neptune's arms ſurround ? 
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From what fair clime-(faid me) remote from fame, 


Arriv'ſt thou here a ſtranger to our name? 

Thou ſeeſt an iſtand, not to thoſe unknoum 

Whoſe hills are brighten*d'by the riſing ſun, 

Nor thoſe that plac'd beneath his utmoſt reign. - 

Behold him ſink ing iu the weſtern main. 

The rugged foil allows no level ſpace 

For flying chariots, or the rapid race; 

Yer not ungrateful to the peaſalt's pen, 

Suffices fulneſs to the ſwelling grain: 

The loaded trees their various fruits produce, 

And ciuſt'ring grapes afford'a gen'fous juice: 

Woods crown our mountains, and in ev'ry grove 

The bounding goats and frifking heifers rove; 

Soft rains and kindly deus refreſh the field, 

And riſing ſprings eternal 'yerdure yield. 

Ev'n to thoſe ſhores is Ithaca renoon d, 

Where Troy's majeſtic ruins ſtrow the ground. 
At this, the chief with tranſport was PONG, . 

His panting heart exulted in his breaſt : 

Yet well diſſembling his untimely joys, 

And veiling truth in plauſible diſguiſe, 


Thus, with au air ſincere, in fiction bold; 


His ready tale th' inventive hero told. 
Oft have I heard, in Crete, this iſland's name: 


For 'twas from Crete, my native ſoil, I came, 


Self-baniſh'd thence. I fail'd before the wind, 
And left my children and my friends behind, 


From fierce Idomeneus' revenge [ flew, 


Whoſe ſon, the ſwift Orſilochus, I flew ; " 
(With brutal force he ſeiz'd my Trojan prey, 
Due to the toils of many a bloody day). 
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Unſeen I ſcap d; ; and, favour” d by the vight, 
2 Phoenician veſſel took my flight, 5 
dr Pyle or Elis bound; but tempeſts toſt, 
And raging billows droye us on your coaſt, 
In dead of vight an unknown port we gaio'd,- 
Spent with fatigue, and ſlept ſecure on land. 
But e' er the roſy morn renew'd the day, 
While in th' embrace of pleaſing ſleep I lay, 
Sudden, invited by auſpicious gales, 
They land my goods, and hoiſt their flying fails:- 
Abandon'd here, my fortune 1 deplore, 
A hapleſs exile on a foreign ſhore. ; 
Thus while be ſpoke, the blue- ey d maid began 
With pleaſing ſmiles to view the godlike man: 
Then chang d her form; and now, divinely bright, 
Jove's heav' oly dapghter ſtood confeſs'd to ſight; 
Like a-fair virgip in her heanty's bloom, 
Skill'd inab' illuſtrious laboyrs of the loom. 
O (til the fame Ulyſſes ! he rejoin'd,. 5 
In uſeful craft tieceſsfully refin'd ! | 
8 in ſpeech, i in action, and 1 in mind! 5 
Suffic'd it not, that thy long labours paſt; 
Secure thou ſeeſt thy natiye ſhore at laſt ? 
But this to me? who, like thyſelf, excel 
In arts of counſel, apd difſembling well; 
To me, whoſe wit exceeds the powers divine, 
No leſs than mortals 51. ſurpaſq d by thine. 
Know'ſt tho pag me? who made thy life my care, 
Thro' ten years wand' ring, and thro' ten years war; 
Who taught thee arts Aleinous to perſuade, | 
To raiſg his wonder, and engage bis an 3 
Vo IL. IX. 2 441 210M" 
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Tell me, ch tell! is this my native place? 
For much [I fear, long tracks of land and ſea 
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Conceal thy perſon, thy defigns direct, 
And tell what more thou muſt from fate expect. 
Domeſtic woes far heavier to be born! 
The pride of fools, and flaves iaſulting ſcorn. 
But thou be ſilent, nor reveal thy late: 
Yield to the force of unreſiſted fate, 
And bear unmov'd the wrongs of baſe mankind, 
The laſt and hardeſt conqueſt of the mind. 
Goddeſs of wiſdom ! Ithacus replies N 


And now appear, thy treaſures to protect, 75 th | | } 


He who diſcerns thee mult be truly wiſe, 

So ſeldom view'd, and ever in diſguiſe! 

When the bold Argives led their warring pow'rs 
Againſt proud llion's well-defended tow'rs, 

Ulyſſes was thy care, celeſtial maid ! 

Grae'd with thy ſight, and favour'd with thy aid. 

But when the Trojan piles in aſhes lay, 

And bound for Greece we plough'd the wat'ry way, 

Our fleet diſpers'd, and driv'n from coaſt to coaſt, 

Thy ſacred preſence from that hour I loſt ; 

Till I beheld thy radiant form once more, 


And heard thy counſels on Phaeacia's ſhore. 


But, by th' almighty author of thy race, 


Divide this coaſt from diſtant Ithaca; 

The ſweet deluſion kindly you impoſe, 

To ſooth my hopes, and mitigate my woes. 
Thus he. The blue-cy'd goddeſs thus replies. 

How prone to doubt, how cautious are the wiſe! 

Who, vers'd-in-fortune, fear the flatt'ring ſhow, 


And taſte not half the bliſs the gods beſtow. 
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The more ſhall Pallas aid thy juſt deſires 
And guard the wiſdom which herſelf pen 4 
Others, long abſent ftom their native place, At 
Strait ſeek their home, and fly with eaget pace Z 
To their wives arms; and n 
Not thus U lyſſes ʒ he deerees to prove 
His ſubjects faith, and queen's ſuſpected e 
Who mourn'd her lord: twice ten revolving. 3 
And waſtes the days in grief, the nights in tears. 
But Pallas knew, (thy friends and navy loſt ), 
Once more 'twas giv'n thee to behold thy coaſt: 
Yet how could I with adverſe fate engage 
And mighty: Neptune's unrelenting rage? 1 
Now lift thy longing eyes, while Ireſtore 
The pleaſing proſpect of thy native ſnore. 
Behold the port of Phorcys ! fenc'd around! © 
With rocky mountains, and with olives crown'd:.* 
_ Behold the gloomy grot!-whoſe cool receſs: |: : - 
Delights the Nereids of the neighb'ring ſeas: | 
Whoſe now=negleRted. altars, in thy reign + | ' 
Bluſh'd with the blood of ſheep and oxen flain.': - 
Behold ! where Neritus the clouds divides, sss 
And ſhakes the wavipg foreſts on his ſides. 
So ſpake the goddeſs, and the proſpect clear d; 
The miſts diſpers'd,'and ee ee 328 
The king with joy confeſs'd his place of birth,” | : Dd 
And on his knees ſalutes his mother Earth: 
Then with his ſuppliant hands upheld in air, 0 
Thus to the ſca- green ſiſters ſends his pray U 
All hail! ye virgin- daughters of the main! b ior 5 
Ye ſtreams, beyond b ain 1 
1, 10 0&6 ee . 16273 2364 
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To you once more your own! Ulyſſes bow: 


Attend Tis: 3 bn + 


Jove prplong my days, and Nallas n 
The growing virtues of my „ 


Dur taſk bo now thy treaſur d ſtores to ſave/, 


Deep in the eloſe receſſes of the cave: alle 108 
Then future means conſult-Gbe ſpoke, and trod: 
The ſhady grot, that brighten'd with the god. 
The cloſeſt caverns of the grot Gro fopghrs'i vic LK 
The gold, the bra6, the vohes Ulyſſes brought; 


Theſe in the ſeeret gloom the chief diſpos d 
The entrauoe with a roek the goddeſs elos d. 
Now, ſrated in the olive's ſacred ſhade, 
Confer the hero and the martial maid. 
The goddeſs af the azure eyes began: 
Son of Laertes ! much-experiene d man ! 
The ſuitun:train thy earlieſt care nan, 
Of that luxurious race to rid the land. 
Three years thy houſe their lawleſs vule ls b 
And proud addreſſes to tha matchleſs queen. 
But ſhe thy abſcnee mourns: from day to day, 
And inly. bleeds, and filent waſtes away: 
Eluſive of the bridal hour, ſhe. gives 20 
Fond hopes to all, and all witch hopes cen. 
To this Myſſes: Oh celeſtial madd 
Prais d ezhy counſel, and thy timely aid: 
Elſe had I ſeen my native. walls in vain, 
Like great Atrides juſt reſtor d and ſlain. 


yon hall rites divine be ever paid, w. 20971 | Gt 
And altars lac. 

Then: thus Minerva: From that anxious breaſt 
Diſmiſs thoſe cares; and leave to head n ithe reſt. 
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And plan with all thy arts the ſcene of fate. 
ben, then be prefent and niy-ſoul lalpire, 
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As when we wrapt Troy's heav'u- but lee, ge. 


Though deage'd againſt me hundred heroes and, 
Hundreds ſhall fall, if Pallas aid my Hand. whe 


She anfwer'd: In the dreaüfal day of fight | 
Know I am with thee, ſtrong in all my e 
K thou but dual to thyRIf Be found. 


What gaſping numbers then ſhall preſs the grown! | 


What human victims ſtain the feaſtful floor! 


How wide the pavements float with guilty gore! i 


It fits thee How to wear a dark diſguiſe, 
And ſecret walk, unknown to mortal eyes. 3 


For this, my hand ſhall wither ev'ry grace, | 


And ev'ry elegance of form and face ; 


O'er thy ſmooth Akin ; A bark of wen ee | 


#5 &* SS <2 


Disfigare ev'ry limb with coarſe attire; 
And in thy eyes extinguiſh all the fire; 
Add all the wants and the decays of life, 


Eſtrange thee from thy own, thy ſon, thy vit: = 


From the Ioath'd object ew ry ſight mall turn, | 

And the'bliad uitors their deſtruction ſcorn, i 
Go firſt the ttraſter'bf thy herds to find, 

True to his charge, a loyal ſwain and kind: * 

For thee he fighs ; ; and to the royal hetr 


And chaſte Penelope tende his care. 

At the Coracian rock he no refities,” 0 a Tang : 
Where Arethuſi's'fable'watet glides ; how 3 
The fable water and the*topiotts maſt 1 


Swell the fat herd; luxuriant, large repaſt! 
| "Bs 
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With him-reſt peaceſul in the rural cell 
And all you aſk his faithful tongue ſhall tell. 
Me into other realms my cares convey, 4:11 
To Sparta, ſtill with female beauty gay: 
For know, to Sparta thy lov'd offspring came, 
To learn thy fortunes from the voice of fame. 
At this tbe father, with a fatber s care: 5 
Muſt he teo ſuffer ? he, oh goddeſs ! bear = 
Of wand'rings and of woes a wretched ſhare ? 
Through the wild ocean plough the dang'rous way, 
And leave his fortunes and his houſe a r 
Why wouldſt not thou, oh all-culighten'd mind! 4 
Inform him certain, and protect him, Rind ? 
To whom Minerva: Be thy foul at reſt ; 
And know, whatever heay” n ordains, is beſt, 
To fame I ſent bim, to acquire renown 3 
To other regions is his virtue. Known. 
Secure he ſits, near great Atrides plac'd; 
With friendſhips e d, and with honours 
grac d. 5 
But lo! an 0 waits 5 bis paſſage 0 0% „ 
Fierce foes infidious intercept the ſhore ; 
In vaia! far ſooner all the murd'rous brood. 
This injur d land ſhall fatten with their N | 
She ſpake: Then touch d him with her pow! ful 
wand?! 
The ſkin ſbrunk vp, and wither'd at her band. s "IE 
A ſwift old age o'er all his members , | 
A ſudden froſt was ſprinkled on his head; 
Nor longer in the heavy eye-ball ſhin'd. 
The glance * e from the mind. 
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His robe, which ſpots indelible beſmear, 
In rags diſhoneſt flutters with the air: 
A ſtag's torn hide is lapt around his rein; 
A rugged ſtaff his trembling hand ſuſtains ; 
And at his ſide a wretched ſcrip was hung, 
Wide-patch'd, and knotted to a twiſted thong. 
So look'd the chief, ſo moy'd! to mortal eyes 
? Object uncouth! a man of miſeries! 
| While Pallas, cleaving the wide fields of air, 
To Sparta flies, Telemachus her care. 
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THE ARGUMEN T. 


The Converſation with Eumaeus. 


ULYSSES arrives in diſguiſe at the houſe of Eumaeus, 
where he is received, entertained, and lodged, with 
the utmoſt hoſpitality. The ſeveral diſcourſes of 
that faithful old ſervant, with the feigned ſtory told 
by Ulyſſes to conceal himſelf, and other converſa- 
tions on various ſubjeQs, take up this entire book. 
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UT he, deep-muſing, o'er the mountains ſtray d 
Through mazy thickets of the woodland ſhade, 
And cavern'd ways, the ſhaggy coaſt along, 

With cliffs and nodding foreſts overhung. 

Eumaeus at his ſylvan lodge he ſought, 

A faithful ſervant, and withont a fault, 

Ulyſſes found him buſied, as he fat 

Before the threfhold of his ruſtic gate. 

Around the manſion in a circle ſhone 

A rural portico of rugged ſtone: _ 

(In abſence of his lord, with honeſt toil 

His own induſtrious hands had rais'd the pile) : 
The wall was ſtone from neighb'ring quarries born, 
Encircled with a fence of native thorn, 

And ſtrong with pales, by many a weary ſtroke 

Of ſtubborn labour hewn from heart of oak, 
Frequent and thick. Within the ſpace were rear'd 
Twelve atnple cells, the lodgements of his herd. 
Full fifty pregnant females each contain d; 

The males without (a ſmaller race) remain'd ; 
Doom'd to ſupply the ſuitors waſteful feaſt, 

A ſtock by daily luxury deereaſt ; 

Now ſcarce four hundred left. Theſe to defend, 
Four ſavage dogs, a watchful guard, attend. 
Here fat Eumaens, and his cares apply'd cd 

To form ſtrong buſkins of well-ſeaſon'd hide. 

Of four aſſiſtants who his labour ſhare, 

Three now were abſent on the rural care ; 


. 
Y 
£ 
5 
z 
7 
# 
17 
4 
4 
1 
* 
2 
; 
4% P 
145 
7 Y o 
| 
1 
TE 
1 
m5 
17 
** 
9 
1 
22 
7 
2 
9 
2 2 
1 
Fi 7 
1 


124 HOMER's ODYSSEY. XIV. 2g. 


The fourth drove victims to the ſuitor-train : 
But he, of ancient faith a ſimple ſwain, E 
Sigb'd, while he firniſh4 the Tuxurious board, 
And weary'd heav'n with wiſhes for his lord. 
Soon as Ulyſſes near th' incloſure drew, © 0D 
With open mouths the furious maſtiffs flew: a 
Down fat the ſage; and, cautious td withſtand, | 
Let fall th* öffenſive truncheon from bis hand, | 
Sudden the maſter runs; aloud he calls; 
And from his haſty hand the leather Falls: 
With ſhow'rs of ſtones he drives them far away; 
The fcatt'ring dogs around at diftance bay. 2 
Unhappy ſtranger ! (thus the faithful ſwain 
Began with accent gracious and humane), 
What ſorrow had been mine, if at my gate 
Thy rev' rend age had met a ſhameful fate ? 
Enough of woes already have I known; 
Enough my maſter's ſorrows and my own. . 
While here (ungrateful tak 1) his n Vieed, 
Ordain'd for lawleſs rioters to bleed ; | 
Perhaps ſupported-at tas | 
Far from his country roams my hapleſs brd 
Or ſigh'd in exile. forth his lateſt bret, 
Now cover'd with th'-eternil ſhade of drach! 
But enter this my bomely roof and ſee 
Our woods not void of hofpirtatioq,- 7h 7 
Then toll int whenee/thog art, ahd wWhut the hate 
Of woes and wand rings thou wert born to bear? 
He ſaid; and ſconding the kind requeſt, 
With friendly ſtep precedes his wnknown gueſt. 
A ſhaggy goat's (oft hide beneath him ſpread, 
And with freſn tuſies heap'd an ample bed. 
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Joy touch* d the hero's: tender ſoul, to fad 
So Juſt reception from a heart ſo kind: 2 
And oh, ye gods ! with all your bleſſings Stace 
(He thus hroke forth) this friend of human rage! 5 
The ſwain reply d : It never was our guiſe 


To flight the poor, or. ay 5 — humane deſpiſe. 


For Jove unfolds our hoſpitable door; "WI 
'Tis Jove that ſends the ſtranger and the wer. 
Little, alas! is all the good I can; 

A man oppreſs'd, dependent, yet a man: 
Accept ſuch treatment as a ſwain Nee 
Slave to the inſolence of youthful lords ! : 

Far hence is by unequal gods remoy'd 

That man of houaties, loving and beloy' d! 

To whom whate'er his ſlave enjoys is ow'd; 
And more, had fate allow'd, had been beſtow' d: 
But fate condemn'd him to a foreigu ſhore ; 
Much have I ſorcow'd, but my maſter more. 
Now cold he lies, to death's embrace reſign'd : 
Ah periſh Helen! periſh all her kind! | 


For whoſe curs'd cauſe, in Agamemnon's name, 


He trod ſo fatally the paths of fame. 

His veſt ſuccinct then girding round his waſte, 
Forth rnſh'd the ſwain with hoſpitable haſte, 
Strait to the lodgements of his herd he run, 
Where the fat porkers ſlept beneath the ſup : 
Of two his cutlace lanc'd the ſpouting blood; 


Theſe quarter d, ſing'd, and fix'd on forks of wood ;, 


All haſty on the bi ing coals he threw; 
And ſmoking back the taſteful. viands drew, 
Broachers and all; then on the board diſplay d 
* ready . before Vlyſſes laid 
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With flour inibrown'd ; next mingled w wine yet new, 
And luſcious as the beet nefarious dew :* | 
Then ſat com panion of the friendly beat, 
With open look; and thus belpoke his b. Sr 
Take with tres welcome what our hands prepare, 

Such food às falls to fimple ſervants ſnare: | 
The beſt our lords confame; thoſe thoughtleſs peers, ; 
Rich without bounty, guilty without fears! 
Yet ſure the gods their impious acts deteſt, 
And honour juſtice and the righteous breaſt. 
Pirates and conquerors, of harden'd mind, 
The foes of peace and ſcourges of mankind, 
To whom offending men are-made a prey, 
When Jove in vengeance gives a land away; 
Ev'n theſe, when of their ill got ſpoils port, 
Find ſure tormentors in the guilty breaſt ; 
Some voice of God cloſe whiſp'ring from vichin, 
% Wretch ! this is villainy, and this is fin.” | 
But theſe, no doubt, ſome oracle explore, 
That tells, the great Ulyſſes is no more. 
Hence ſprings their confidence, and from our ſighs 
Their rapine ſtrengthens, and their riots riſe : 
Conſtant as Jove the night and day beſtows, 

s a whole hecatomb, a vintage flows. 

None match'd this hero's wealth, of all who reign 
O'er the fair iſlands of the neighb'ring main, 
Nor all the monarchs whoſe far-dreaded way 7. 
The wide-extended continents obey; 
Firſt, on the main-land, of Ulyſſes' breed, 
Twelve berds, twelve flocks, on ocean's margin feed ; ; 
As many ſtalls for ſhaggy goats are rear'd; 
As many lodgements for the tuſæy herd; 
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Thoſe foreign keepers guard: And here are ſeen 
Twelve herds. of goats that graze our utmoſt green; 
To native paſtors is their charge aſſign d., | 
And mine the care to feed the briſtly kind: 
Each day the fatteſt bleeds of either herd, 

All to the ſuitors waſteful board preferr'd. i. _ 

Thus he, beneyolent : His unknown gueſt 

With hunger keen devours the ſav'ry feat; 
While ſchemes of vengeance ripen in his breaſt, 
Silent and thoughtful while the board he ey'd, 
Eumaeus pours on high the purple tide ; 

The king with ſmiling looks his joy expreſs'd, 
And thus the kind inviting hoſt addreſs'd. 

Say now, what man is he, the man deplor'd, 

So rich, ſo potent, whom you ſtile your Lord; 
Late with ſuch affluence and poſſeſſions bleſt, 

And now in honour's glorious bed at reſt ? 
Whoever was the warrior, he muſt be 
To fame no ſtranger, nor perhaps to me; 

Who (ſo the gods and fo the fates ordain'd) 

Have wander d many a ſea, and many a land. 
Small is the faith the prince and queen aſcribe 
(Reply'd Eumaeus) to the wand'ring tribe: 

For needy ſtrangers ſtill to flatt'ry-fly, 

And want too oft betrays the tongue to lie. 

Each vagrant traveller that touches here, 

Deludes with fallacies the royal ear, 

To dear remembrance. makes his image riſe, 
And calls the ſpringing ſorrows from her eyes. 


Such thou mayſt be. But he whoſe name you-crave | 


Moulders on earth, or welters on the wave, 
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His ancient realms Ulyſſes ſhall ſurvey, 
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Or food for-fith, or dogs, his reliques lie, 

Or-torn by birds are ſcatter'd through the ſky. 

So periſh'd he; and left (for ever loſt) 

Much wo to all, but ſure to me the moſt. | 

$o mild a maſter never ſhall I find: 
Leſs dear the parents whom I left behind, | 


Leſs ſoft my mother, leſs my father kind. 


Not with ſuch tranſport would my eyes run o'er, 
Again to hail them in their native ſhore, | 
As lov'd Ulyſſes once more to embrace, 

Reſtor'd and breathing in his natal place. 


That name, for ever dread, yet ever dear, 


Ev'n in his abſence I pronounce with fear: 
In my reſpe& he bears a prince's part, 
But lives a very brother in my heart. 

Thus ſpoke the faithful ſwain; and thus rejoin'd 
The maſter of his grief, the man of patient mind. 
Ulyſſes, friend! ſhall view his old abodes,. 
(Diſtruſtful as thou art), nor donbt the gods. 

Nor ſpeak I rafhly, but with ſaith averr d, 

And what I ſpeak atteſting heaw'n has heard. 

If fo, a cloak and veſture be my meed : | 
Till his return no title ſhall E plead. 


Though eertain be my neus, and great my need. 


Whom want itſelf can force untruths to tell, 


My ſoul deteſts him as the gates of hell. 


Thou firſt be witneſs, hoſpitable Jove! 
And ex'ry god infpiring ſocial love!) 
And witneſs ev'ry houſehold pow'r that waits 
Guard of theſe fires, and angel of theſe gates! 
Ere the next moon increaſe, or this decay, 
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In blood and duſt each proud oppreſſor maurg } - 
And the loſt glories, of his houſe return. | 

Nor ſhall that meed be thine, nor ever more. 
Shall lov'd Ulyſſes hail this happy ſhore, 3 
(Reply'd Eumzus :) To the preſent bout 
Now turn thy thought, and joys within our pow'r. 
From ſad reflection let my ſoul repoſe ; 
The name of bim awakes a thouſand, woes. 
But guard him, gods l and to theſe arms reſtore! 
Not his true 3 can deſire him more; | 
Not old Laertes, broken with deſpair ; | 
Not young Telemachus, his. blooming heir. 
Alas, Telemachus |! my ſorrows. flow. 
Afreſn for thee, my ſecond cauſe of woe 
Like ſome fair plant ſet by a heav'nly hand, 
He grew, he flouriſh'd, and he bleſt the land; 
In all the youth his father's image ſhin'd, 
Bright in his perſon, brighter in his mind. 
What man or god deceiv'd his better ſenſe, 
Far on the ſwelling ſeas to wander hence? 
To diſtant Pylos, hapleſs ! is he gone, 
To ſeek his father's fate, and find his own! 
For traitors wait his way, with. dire deſign 
To end at once the gredt Arceſian line. 
But let us leave him to their wills above; 
The fates of men are in the hand of Jove. 
And now, my venerable gueſt! declare 
Your name, your parents, and your native air: 
Sincere from whence begun your courſe relate, 

And to what ſhip I owe the friendly freight? 
Thus he: And thus (with prompt invention bold) 
The cautious chief his ready ſtory told. 
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on dark reſerve what better can prevail, 
Or from the fluent tongue produce the tale, 


Than when two friends, alone, in peaceful place ? 7 


Confer, and wines and cates the table grace ; 
But moſt the kind inviter's cheerful face? 
Thus might we fit, with ſocial goblets crown'd, 
Till the whole circle of the year goes round; 
Not the whole circle of the year would doſe 
My long narration of à life of woes. 

But ſuch was heav'n's high will! Know then, I came 


From ſacred Crete, and from a fire of fame; 


Belov'd and honour'd in his native ſhore ; 

Bleſs d in his riches, in his children more. 

Sprung of a handmaid, from a bought embrace, 
I ſhar'd his kindneſs with his lawful race: 

But whea that fate which all muſt undergo, 

From earth remov'd him to the ſhades below, 
The large domain his greedy ſons divide, 

And each was portion'd as the lots decide. 

Little, alas! was left my wretched ſhare, 

Except a houſe, a covert from the air. 

But what by niggard fortune was deny'd, 

A willing widow's copious wealth ſupply'd. 

My valour was my plea, a gallant mind, 2 


Caſtor Hylacides (that name he bore) 12 ? 


That, true to honour, never lagg'd behind, 

(The ſex is ever to a ſoldier kind), 

Now waſting years my former ſtrength confound, 
And added woes have bow'd me to the ground; 
Yet by the ſtubble you may gueſs the grain, 
And mark the rains of no yulgar man. 
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Me Pallas gave to lead the martial ſtorm, 

And the fair ranks of battle to deform; 

Me Mars inſpir'd to turn the foe to flight, 

And tempt the ſecret ambuſh of the night. 

Let ghaſtly death in all bis forms appear, 

I ſaw him not; it was not mine to fear. ; 

Before the. reſt I rais'd my ready ſteel; 

The firſt I met, he yielded, or he fell. ; 

But works of peace my foul diſdain'd to bear, 7 

The rural labour, or domeſtic care. 585 

To raiſe the maſt, the miſlile dart to wing, 

And ſend ſwift arrows from the bounding ſtring, 40 

Were arts the gods made grateful to my mind; 

Thoſe gods, who turn (to various ends 9 

The various thoughts and talents of mankind. 

Before the Grecians touch'd the Trojan plain, 

Nine times commander or by land or main, 

In foreign fields I ſpread my glory far, 

Great in the praiſe, rich in the ſpoils of war: 

Thence cbarg'd with riches, as increas'd i in fame, 

To Crete return'd, an honourable name. N 

But when great Jove that direful war decreed, 

Which rous'd all Greece, and made the mighty bleed; 

Our ſtates myſelf and Idomen employ 

To lead their fleets, and carry death to Troy. 

Nine years we warr'd, the tenth ſaw llion fall ; 

Homeward we ſail'd, but heav'n diſpers'd us all. 

One only month my wife enjoy'd my ſtay ; ; 

So will'd the god who gives and takes away. 

Nine ſhips I mann'd, equipp'd with ready . 3 

Intent to voyage to th Egyptian ſhores ; "Hm RE 
IS; 
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In feaſt and ſatriffſee my choſen train 

Six days conſum d; the ſeventh we plovgh'd. te Bald 
Crete's ample fields diminiſh to our eye; 
Before the Boreal blaſts the veſſels fly ; 
Safe through the level ſeas we ſweep our way; 
The ſteerman governs, and the ſhips obey. 
The fifth fair morn we ſtem th* Egyptian tide, 
And tilting o'er the bay the veſſels ride: . 
To anchor there my fellows I command, 
And ſpies commiſſion to explore the land. 
But ſway'd by. laſt of gain, and headlong will, 
The coaſts they ravage, and the natives kill. 
The ſpreading clamour to their city flies, 
And horſe and foot in witogled tumult riſe. - © 
The redd'ning dawn reveals the circling fields 

HFHorrid with briſtly ſpears, and glancing Wilde. 

Jove thunder'd on their fide. Our guitry head 
We turn'd to flight; the gath'ring vengeance ſpread . 
On all parts round, and heaps on heaps lie dead. 
I then explor'd my thought, what courſe to prove ; 3 
(And ſure the thought was dictated by Jove ; os 
Oh had he left me to that happier doom, ; 
And ſav'd a Hfe of mſeties to come ) 
The radiant helmet from my brows OR 
And low on earth my | Thield and javelin caſt, 
I meet the monarch with a ſuppliant's face, 
Approach his chariot, and his knees embrace. | 
He heard, he fay'd, he plac'd me at his ſide ; ; 
My ſtate he Pity" d, and my tears he dry'd, | 
Reſtraih'd the rage the vengeful foe expreſt, 
And turn'd the deadly weapons from wy breaſt, 


Pious | to 1 hoſpitable toy . 8 
And fearing Jove, whom mercy's works 5 
In Egypt thus with yeace and plenty bleſt, 


1 liv'd (and bappy.Rill had fr d) a gurl. 
On ſev'n bright years ſueceſſi ve cer KIN 


The next chang'd.all-the colour of my fate. 

A falſe Phoenicigu, gf inſidious mind, -, 
Vers'd in vile arts, and fge.to humen kid, 
With ſemblance fair invites me to his home; 

1 ſciz'd the praffer (ever fond ta roam): 
Domeſtic in bis faithleſ roof 1-ſtaid,. 

Till the ſwift ſun, his annual circle made _ 

To Lybia then he meditates the way, 

With guileful art a ſtranger f to betray, 

And ſell to bondage in a foreign land. | 


Much doubting, yet compell'd, 1 quit the ſtrand. 


Through the mid ſeas the nimble pianace fails, 
Aloof from Crete, before the northern gale s 
But when remote ber chalky cliffs we loſt, 

And far from ken of any other coaſt, | 

When all was wild expanſe of ſez and air, 

Then doom'd bigh Jove duc vengeance to prepare. 
He hung a night of borrars o'er their head, 

The ſhaded ogean blacken'd as it ſpread ; 


He lanc'd the fiery bolt; from pole to pole 


Broad burſt the lightuings, deep the thunders roll; 
In giddy rounds the whirling ſhip is toſt, 
And all in clouds of ſmoth'xing ſulpbur loft. 


As from a hanging rock's tremendous height, 
The ſable crows with intercepted flight 


Drop endlang; ſear'd, and black with ſalph'rous hue : 


So from the deck are hurl'd the ghaſtly crew: 
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Such end the wicked found! But Jove's intent 
Was yet to fave th oppreſs d and innocent. 
Plac'd on the maſt (the laſt recourſe of life), 
With winds and waves I held unequal ſtrife; 
For nine long days the billows tilting oer, 
The tenth ſoft wafts me to Thefprotia's ſhore. 
The monarch's ſon'a ſhipwreck'd wretch _— 
The fire with hoſpitable rites receiv d, 
And in his palace like a brother plac'd, 

With gifts of price and gorgeous garments grac'd. 
While here I ſojourn'd, oft I heard the fame 


How late Ulyſſes to the country came; 
How lov'd, how honour'd in this court he Haid, 


And here his whole collected treaſure laid: 

I ſaw myſelf the vaſt unnumber' d ſtore 

Of ſteel elab' rate, and refulgent ore, 

And braſs high heap d, amidſt the regal dome; * 
Immenſe ſupplies for ages yet to come! 
Meantime'he voyag'd to explore the 2 

Of Jove on high Dodona's holy hill, 

What means might beſt his ſafe A ou | 

To come in pomp, or bear a ſecret ſail? 

Full oft has Phidon, whilſt he pour'd the wine, 
Atteſting ſolemn all the pow'rs divine, | 
That ſoon Ulyſſes would return, declar d, 

The ſailors waiting, and the ſhips prepar d. 

But firſt the king diſmiſsd me from his ſhores, + 
For fair Dulichium'crown'd with fruitful ſtores 3: 
To good Acaſtus friendly care conſign'd : 

But other counſels pleas d the ſailors mind: 

New frauds were plotted by the faithleſs train, 
obs aus mma ex. 225 
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Soon as remote from ſhore they plough. the wave, 
With ready hands they ruſh to ſeize their ſlave; 
Then with theſe tatter'd rags they wrapt me round, 
(Stript of my own), and to the veſlel bound. 
At eve, at Ithaca's delightful land 
The ſhip arriv'd : Forth iſſuing on the fand, ereves 
They ſought repaſt; while, to th' unhappy kind, 
The pitying gods themſelves my chains unbind. 
Solt I deſcended, to the ſea apply d . 
My naked breaſt, and ſhot along the tide. 
Soon paſt beyond their ſight, I left the flood, 
And took the ſpreading ſhelter of the wood. 
Their prize eſcap'd the faithleſs pirates hint Fol - 
But deem'd inquiry vain, and to their ſhip return 4. 
Screen'd by protecting gods from hoſtile eyes, 
They led me to a good man and a wiſe ; 
To live beneath thy hoſpitable care, 
And wait the woes heav'n dooms me yet to bear. 
Unhappy gueſt ! whoſe ſorrows touch my mind! 
(Thus good Eumaeus with a ſigh rejoin d); | 
For real ſuff*rings ſince I grieve ſincere, . _ 
Check not with fallacies the ſpringing! tear; 
Nor turn the paſſion into groundleſs j joy 8 
For him, whom heav'n has deſtin'd to deſtroy. | | 
Oh! bad he periſh'd on ſome well-fought day, 
Or in his friends embraces dy'd away! | 
That grateful Greece with ſtreaming eyes might raiſe 
Hiſtoric marbles, to record his praiſe 
His praiſe, eternal on the faithful ſtone, 
Had with tranſmiſſive honours grac'd his ſon. 
Now ſnatch'd by harpies to the dreary coaſt, 
Sunk is the hero, and his glory loſt ! 
14 
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While penſive in this ſolltary den, 
Far from gay cities, and the ways of men, 


1 linger life; nor to the court repair, > 
But when the conſtant queen commands my care; ; 


Or when, to taſte her hoſpitable board, 

Some gueſt arrives, with ramours of her lord: - 
And theſe indulge their want, and thoſe their wo, 
And here the tears, and there the goblets flow. 

By many ſuch have I been warn'd; een chief | 
By one #tolian robb'd of all belief, - 

Whoſe hap it was to this our roof to roam, 
For murder baniſh'd from bis native home. 
He ſwore, Ulyſſes on the coaſt of Crete 
Staid but a ſeaſon to refit his fleet; | | 
A few revolving months ſhould waft him o'er, 
Fraught with bold warriors, and a boundleſs ſtore, 
O thou! whom age has taught to underſtand, ' 
And heav'n has guided with a fav'ring n: 4 

On God or mortal to obtrude a lic 
Forbear, and dread to flatter, as to dic, 

Not for ſuch ends my houſe and heart are free, 
But dear reſpect to Jove, and charity. 

And why, oh fwain of unbelieving mind! 
(Thus quick reply d the wiſeſt of mankind), 
Doubt you my oath ? yet more my faith to try, 
A ſolemn compact let us ratify, 

And witneſs ev'ry pow'r that rules the ſky ! 

If here Ulyſſes from his labours reſt, 

Be then my prizea tunic and a veſt ; 

And, where my hopes invite me, ſtrait tranſport 
In ſafety to Dulichium's friendly court, 
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Hurl me from yon dread precipice on high ; ; 


But if he greets not — deſiring eye, e 1 


Ihe due reward of fraud and perjury. 


Doubtleſs, oh Fuel! great laud and praiſe were 
mine, 


{Reply'd the ſwain for ſpotleſs faith divine), 


If, after ſocial rites and gifts beſtow d, 


1 ſtain'd my hoſpitable hearth with blood. 


How would the gods my righteous toils ſucceed, 
And bleſs the hand that made a ſtranger bleed ? 
No more—th* approaching bours of ſilent night 
Firſt claim refection, then to reſt invite; 
Beneath our humble cottage let us haſte, 
And here, unenvy d, rural dainties taſte. 
Thus commun'd theſe; while to their lowly dome 


The full-fed ſwine return'd with ev'ning home; 


Compell'd, reluctant, to their ſev'ral ſties, 

With din obſtrep'rous, and ungrateful cries. 
Then to the ſlaves :—Now, from the herd the beſt 
Select, in honour of our foreign gueſt : 

With him let us the genial banquet ſhare, 


For great and many are the griefs we bear; 
While thoſe who from our labours heap their board, 


Blaſpheme their feeder, and forget their lord. 
Thus ſpeaking, with diſpatchful hand he took 

A weighty axe, and cleft the ſolid oak ; 

This on the earth he pil'd ; a boar full-fed 

Of five years age, before tac pile was led: 

The ſwain, whom acts of piety delight, 

Obſervant of the gods, begins the rite ; 
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g And ſuppliant ſtands, invoking ev' ry pow'r 
To ſpeed Ulyſles to his native ſhore. 

A knotty ſtake then aiming at his head, 

'Down dropp'd he groaning, and the ſpirit fled. 
The ſcorching flames climb round on ev'ry fide : 
Then the ſing'd members they with {kill divide ; 
On theſe, in rolls of fat, involy'd with art, 

The choiceſt morſels lay from ev'ry part. 
Some in the flames, beſtrow'd. with flour, they threw : 
Some cut in fragments, from the forks they drew: 
Theſe while on ſev'ral tables they diſpoſe, 

As prieſt Himſelf the blameleſs ruſtic roſe; 
Expert the deſtin'd victim to diſpart, . 

In ſeven juſt portions, pure of hand and heart. 

One facred to the Nymphs apart they lay, 

Another to the wingee ſon of May: 

The rural tribe in common ſhare the reſt, 

The king the chine, the honour of the feaſt, 

Who ſat delighted at his ſervant's board; 

The faithful ſervant joy'd his unkaown lord. 

Oh be thou dear (Ulyſſes cry'd) to Jove, 

As well thou claim'ſt a grateful ſtranger's love! 
Be then thy thanks, (the bounteous ſwain reply'd), 
Enjoyment of the good the gods provide. 

From God's own hand deſcend our joys and woes; 
Theſe he decrees, and he but ſuffers thoſe. 

All pow'r is his, and whatſoe'er he wills, 

The will itſelf, omnipotent, fulfills. 
This ſaid, the firſt-fruits to the gods he gave; 
Then pour'd of offer'd wine the ſable wave: 


Firſt ſhears the forehead of the lahr boar, 5 
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In great Ulyſſes hand he plac'd the bowl; 
He fat, and ſweet refection cheer'd his ſoul. 
The bread from caniſters Meſaulius gave, 
(Eumaecus' proper treaſure bought this ſla ve, 
And led from-Taphos, to attend his board, 
A ſervant added to his abſent lord). 
His taſk it was the wheaten loaves to lay, 
And from the banquet take the bowls away. 
And now the rage of hunger was repreſt, 
And each. betakes him to his couch to reſt. 
Now came the night, and darkneſs cover'd o'er 
The. face of things; the winds began to roar; | 
The driving ſtorm the wat'ry weſt-wind pours, 
And Jove deſcends in deluges of ſhow'rs. 
Studious of reſt and warmth, Ulyſſes lies, 
Foreſeeing from the firſt the ſtorm would riſe; 
In mere neceſſity of coat and cloak, 
With artful preface to his hoſt he ſpoke. | 
Hear me, my friends! who this good banquet grace; 
'Tis ſweet to play the fool in time and place; 
And wine can of their wits the wiſe beguile, 
Make the ſage frolic, and the ſerious ſmile, 
The grave in merry meaſures friſk about, 
And many a long-repented word bring out. 
Since to be talkative I now commence, 
Let wit caſt off the ſullen yoke of ſenſe. 
Once I was ſtrong, (would heay'n reſtore thoſe days!) 
And with my betters claim'd a ſhare of praiſe. 
_ Ulyſſes, Menelaus led forth a band, | 
And Join'd me with them, ('twas their own command)? 
A deathful ambuſh for the foe to lay, 
Beneath Troy walls by night we took our way : 
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There, clad in arms, along the marſhes ſpread, 
We made the oſier- fringed bank our bed. 

Full ſoon th' inelemeney of heav'n 1 feel; 

Nor had theſe ſhoulders cov ring, but of ſteel. | 
Sharp blew the north; ſnow whit'ning all the fields 
Froze with the blaſt, and gath'ring glas d our ſhields. 
There all but 1, well fencd with cloak and veſt, | 

Lay cover'd by their ample ſhields at reſt. 

Fool that I was! I left behind my own; 
The {kill of weather and of winds unknown, 

And truſted to my coat and fhicld alone! 

When now was waſted more than half the night, 
And the ſtars faded at approaching light; 
Sudden I jogg'd Ulyfles, who was laid 

Faſt by my ſide, and, ſhiv'ring, thus 1 faid, 

Here longer in this field I cannot lie, 

The winter pinches, and with cold I die; 

And die aſham'd, (oh wiſeſt of mankind?!) 

The only fool who left his cloak behind. 

le thought, and anſwer d: Hardly waking yet, 

Sprung in his mind the momentary wit; | 
(That wit, which or in council or in fight, 

Still met th* emergence, and determin'd right), 

Huſh thee, he cry'd, (ſoft whiſp'ring in my ear), 
Speak not a word, leſt any Greek ſhould hear— 

And then (ſupporting an his arm his head) 

Hear me, companions ! (thus aloud he ſaid) ; 
Methinks too diſtant from the fleet we lie: | 
Ev'n now a viſion ſtood before my eye, N 
And ſure the warning viſion was from high: 

Let from among us ſome ſwift courier riſe, 

Haſte to the gen'ral, and deraand ſupplics. 
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Up ſtarted Thoas ſtrait, Andraemon's ſon: 
Nimbly he roſe, and caſt his garment down; 


Inſtant the racer vaniſh'd off the ground; 


That inſtant in his cloak I wrapp'd me round : 
And ſafe ] ſlept, till brightly-dawning ſtone 
The morn, conſpicuous on her golden throne. 
On were my ſtrength as then, as then my age! 
Some friend would fence me from the winter's rage. 


| Yet tatter'd as J look, I challeng'd then 


The honours and the offices of men; 

Some maſter, or ſome ſervant would allow 

A cloak and veſt—but I am nothing now? 
Well haſt thou ſpoke, (rejoin'd th' attentive ſwain ) 

Thy lips let fall no idle word or vain! 

Nor garment ſhalt thou want, nor aught beſide, 

Meet for the wand'ring ſuppliant to provide. 

But in the morning take thy cloaths again, 

For here one veſt ſuffices ev'ry ſwain; 

No change of garments to our hinds is known: 

But when return'd, the good Ulyſſes' fon 

With better hand ſhall grace with fit attires 

His gueſt, and ſend thee where thy ſoul deſires, - 
The honeſt herdſman roſe, as this he ſaid, 

And drew before the hearth the ſtranger's bed: 

The fleecy ſpoils of ſheep, a goat's rough hide 


He fpreads ; and adds a mantle thick and wide; 


With ſtore to heap above him, and below, 

And guard each quarter as the tempeſts blow. 
There lay the king, and all the reſt ſupine ; 

All but the careful maſter of the ſwine: 

Forth haſted he to tend his briſtly care, 

Well arm'd, and fenc'd againſt nocturnal air; 
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His weighty faulchion o'er his ſhoulder ty'd'; 
His ſhaggy cloak 8 mountain-goat ſupply'd ; 
With his broad ſpear, the dread of- e and men, 
He ſeeks his lodging in the rocky den. 
There to the tuſky herd he bends his — 3 
here ſcreen'd from Boreas high o'erarch d they lay. 
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The Return of Telemachus, 


THE goddeſs Minerva commands Telemachus in a 
viſion to return to Ithaca. Piſiſtratus and he take 
leave of Menelaus, and arrive at Pylos, where they 
part; and Telemachus ſets ſail, after having received 
on board Theoclymenus the ſoothſayer. The ſcene 
then changes to the cottage of Eumaeus, who enter- 
tains Ulyſſes with a recital of his adventures, In the 
meantime Telemachus arrives on the coaſt, and, 
ſending the veſſel to the town, proceeds by himſelf , 


to the lodge of Eumaeus. 
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O W had Minerva reach'd thoſe ample plains, _ 

Fam'd for the dance, where Menelaus reigns ; 
Anxious ſhe flies to great Ulyſles' heir, 
His inſtant voyage challeng'd all her care. 
Beneath the royal portico. diſplay'd, 5 
With Neſtor's ſon, Telemachus was laid; 
ln ſleep profound the ſon of Neſtor lies; CARIES Tt 
Not thine, Ulyſſes ! Care unſcal'd his ens: 
Reſtleſs he griev'd, with yarious fears oppreſt, 
And all thy fortunes roll d within his breaſt. . 
When, O Telemachus! (the goddeſs ſaid), 
Too long in vain, too widely baſt thou ſtray 'd. 
Thus leaving careleſs thy paternal right 9 
The robbers prize, the prey to lawleſs might. 
On fond purſuits neglectful while you roam, 
Ev'n now the hand of rapine ſacks the dome. 
Hence to Atrides, and bis leave implore 
To launch thy veſſel for thy natal ſhore : | 
Fly, whilſt thy mother virtuous yet withſtanlds 
Her kindred's wiſhes, and her ſire's commands; Ny = 
Throngh both Eurymachus purſues the dame, + 
And with the nobleſt gifts aſſerts his claim, 85 
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Hence, therefore, while thy ſtores thy. own x remain; I : 71 


Thou know'ſt the practice of their female. train, 
Loſt in the children of the preſent ſpouſe, 


They flight the. pledges of their former vows; | 


Their love is always with the lover paſt 
Still the ſucceeding flame expels the laſt, 
Vol, IX. K 
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Let o'er thy houſe ſome choſen maid preſide, 
Till heav'n decrees to bleſs. thee j 7 a bride. 
But now thy more attentive ears ncline, 
Obſerve the warnings of a pow'r divine: 
For thee their ſnares the ſuitor-lords ſhall ay \, 
In Szmo's ſands, or ſtraits of Ithiea 
To ſcize thy liſe ſhall lurk' the wit our band, 
Fre yet thy foot ſteps preſs thy native land. 
No ſooner far their riot and their ut 8 
All-cov'ring earth ſhall büry deep in duſt! 
Then diſtant from the ſeatter d iflahds ſteer, 
Nor let the night retard thy full Gareer Bags 14. 
Thy heav'nly guardian ſhall inſtruct the ales 
To ſmooth thy paſſage, and ſup ly thy ſails: . 
And when at Ithaca thy labour nds, 

Send to the town thy veſſel with thy friends, 
But ſeck thon firſt the maſter of the ſwine, 

(For ſtill to thee bis loyal thoughts incline) ; ; 

There paſs the night: While he his courſe [OE 4 
To bring Penelope the wiſh'd-for r news, p | 
That thou, ſafe failing from the Pylian ſtrand, 

Art come to bleſs her i in thy native land. 

Thus ſpoke the goddeſs, and reſum d her flight 
To the pure regions of eternal light. 
Meanwhile'Pifiſtratus he gently ſhakes, _ | 
And with theſe words the flumb'ring youth awakes : 

Riſe, ſon of Neſtor ! for the road prepare, 

And join the harneſs'd courſers to the car. 

| What cauſe, he cry'd, can jultify o our flight, 

To tempt the dangers of forbidding night ? 

Here wait we rather, till approaching day | 
Shall prompt our ſpeed, and Point the ready var. 
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Nor think of flight, een the Spartan 3 11 
Shall bid farewel; and bounteous preſents bring 
Gifts, which to diſtant ages ſafely. ſtor d, | 
The ſacred act of friendſhip ſhall record. _ __ 
Thus he. But, when the dawn: beſtreak'd the yg 
The king from Helen roſe, and ſought his gueſt. 
As ſoon as his approach the hero knew + 
The ſplendid mantle round him firſt he threw, 
Then o'er his ample ſhoulders whirl'd the cloak, 
Reſpectful met the monarch, and beſpoke. 
Hail, great Atrides ! favour'd of high Jove! 
Let not thy friends in vain for licence move. 
Swift let us meaſure back the wat'ry way, 
Nor check our ſpeed, impatient of delay. 
If with deſire fo ſtrong thy boſom glows, - 
Ill, faid the king, ſhould I thy wiſh oppoſe; 
For oft in others freely I reprove 


* * 
. : 
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The ill-tim'd efforts of officious love; 


Who love too much, hate in the like extreme, 
And both the golden mean alike condemn. 
Alike he thwarts the hoſpitable end, 

Who drives the free, or ſtays the haſty friend; 
True friendſhip's laws are by this rule expreſt, 
Welcome the coming, ſpeed the parting gueſt. 
Jet ſtay, my friends! and in your chariot take 


The nobleſt preſents that our love can make: 
Meantime commit we to our womens care Fabra ld 
Some choice domeſtic viands to prepare ; Kn at, 48 
The trav'ler riſing from the banquet gay, 1 


Eludes the labours of the tedious way. SEP „ 3 
Then if a wider courſe ſhall rather pleaſe, al 
Through ſpacious Argos and the realms of Greece, 
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Atrides in his chariot ſhall attend, 

Himſelf thy convoy to cach royal Mead. 

No prince will let Ulyſſes heir remove 
Without ſome pledge, ſome monument of 9 
Theſe will the chaldron, theſe the tripod give, 
From thoſe the well - pair d mules we ſhall receive, 
Or bowl emboſs'd, whoſe golden figures live. 


5 


To whom the youth, for prudence fam'd, reply d: 


O monarch, care of head n! thy people's pride! 
No friend in Ithaea my place ſupplies 
No pow rful hands are there, no watchful eyes: 
My ſtores expos d, and fenceleſs houſe demand 
The ſpeedieſt ſuecour from my guardian hand; 
Leſt, in a ſearch too anxious and too vain 220 
Of one joy loſt, I loſe what yet remain. 

His purpoſe when the gen'rous warrior heard, Ht 
He charg'd the houſhold cates to be prepar d. 
Now with the dawn, from his adjoining home, 
Was Boethoedes Eteoneus come; 

Swift as the word he forms the riſing blaze, AXES 
And o'er the coals the ſmoaking fragments lays. 
Meantime the king, his ſon, and Helen went 
Where the rich wardrobe breath'd a coſtly ſeent. | 
The king ſelected from the glitt'ring rows 

A bowl; the prince a ſilver beaker choſe. _ 
The beauteou queen revoly'd with careful eyes 
Her various textures of unnumber'd dyes, 
And choſe the largeſt; with no vulgar art 

Her own fair hands embroider'd ev'ry part: 
Beneath the reſt it lay diyinely bright, a 

Like radiant 2 the gems of night. 
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Then with each gift they ballen d to their gueſt, 
And thus the king Ulyfles heir addreſt. 

Since fix'd are thy reſolyes, may thund'ring Jore 
With happieſt omens thy deſires approve! 
This ſilver bowl, whoſe coſtly margins ſhine 

\ Enchas'd with gold, this valu d gift be thine; 
To me this preſent, of Vulcäniaß frame, | 
From Sidon' £ hoſpitable monarch came; 
To thee we how conſign the p precious * 
The pride of kin gs, and labour of a god. 

Then gave the cup; while Megapenthe brought 
The ſilver vaſe, with liviag ſculpture wrought. 55 
The beauteous queen, advancing next, diſplay'd 
The ſhining veil; and thus endearing ſaid. | 

Accept, dear youth, this monument of love, 
Long fince, in better days, by Helen wove: 

Safe in thy mother's care the veſture lay, 

To deck thy bride, and grace thy vuptial day. 
| Meantime, mayſt thou with happieſt ſpeed regain 

Thy ſtately palace, and thy wide domain. 

She ſaid, and gave the veil: With grateful look 
The prince the variegated preſent took. 

And now, when through the royal dome they paſs d, 
High on a throne the king each ſtranger plac'd, 

A golden ewet th' attendant damſel brings, 
Replete with water from the cryſtal ſprings; 
With copious ſtreams the ſhining vaſe ſupplies 
A ſilver laver of capacious ſize. 

They waſh. The tables in fair order ſpread, 
The glitt'ring caniſters are.crown'd with bread ; 
Viands of various kinds allure the taſte, 

Of choiceſt fort and favour ; rich — 
K 3 
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Whilſt Eteonens portions out the ſnares5, 
Atrides' fon the purple draught prepares. b 
And now (each ſated with the genial feaſt, | 
And the ſhort rage of thirſt ; and hunger dealt) 1 
Ulyſſes“ fon, with his illuſtrious friend, - oh fd 
The horſes join, the poliſh d car aſcend. Fa 
Along the court the fiery ſteeds rebound, 5 3 | 
And the wide portal echoes to the found. 9 Min, 
The king precedes : 1 A boul with fragrant mine. , 
(Libation deſtin'd t 0 the pw rs divine) 
His right hand held : ; Before the ſteeds he Hande, 
Then, mix'd with pray rs, he utters theſe commands. 

Farewell and proſper, youths !. Let Neſtor know 
What grateful thoughts (till in this boſom Slow, 
For all the proofs of his paternal care, 5 
Through the long dangers of the ten years war. 
Ah! doubt not our report (che prince e 
Of all the virtues of thy gen'rous mind. 
And oh! return'd might we Ulyſſes meet! 1 Eh 
To him thy preſents ſhew, thy words repeat : 
How will cach ſpeech his grateful wonder raiſe ? 5 
How will each gift indulge us in thy praiſe ? 3 
Scarce ended thus the prince, when on the richt 
Advanc'd the bird of Jove, auſpicious fi ight! 3 | 
A milk-white fowl his clinching talents bore, 
With care domeſtic pamper'd at the floor, © 
Peaſants in'vain with threat'ning cries purſue ; : 
In ſolemn ſpeed the bird majeſtic flew 
Full dexter to the car: The profp*rous ſight 
_ FilPd ev'ry breaſt with wonder and delight. 

But Neſtor's ſon the cheerful filence broke, 
And in theſe words the Spartan chief beſpoke.” 
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Say if to us the gods theſe omens had en fo. T 
Or fates peculiar to thyſelf :;portend ? 203 194 

Whilſt yet the monarch: paus'd; whit doubts oppreſt, 
The beauteous queen reliev'd his lab'ring breaſt. 

Hear me, ſhe cry'd, to-whom'the gods have giv 
To read this ſign and myſtic ſenſe of heav'n. 
As thus the plumy for'reign'of the air 
Left on the mountain's'brow' his callow care, * | 
And wander'd through the wide aetherial way | 
To pour his wrath on yon luxurious prey; 
So ſhall thy godlike father, toſs d in vain 
Through all the dangers of the boundleſs an 
Arrive, (or is perchance already come), 
From ſlaughter' d gluttons to releaſe the A Sky 
Ob if this promis'd bleſs by thund'ring Jove _ 
(The prince reply'd) ſtands fix'd in fate above; "ns 
To thee, as to ſome god, ro temples ralſe, 5 
And crown thy altars with the coſtly blaze. 

He faid ; and bending o'er his chariot, flung | 
Athwart the fiery ſteeds the ſmarting thong : 
The bounding ſhafts upon the harneſs play, | 
Till night deſcending intercepts the way. | 
To Diocles, at Pherae they repair, 3 
Whoſe boaſted fire was ſacred Alpheus' heir; 
With him all night the youthful ſtrangers did, 
Nor found the hoſpitable rites un paid. 
But ſoon as morning from her orient bed 
Had ting'd the mountains with her earlieſt == by 
They join'd. the ſteeds, and on the chariot JOG ; 
The brazen portals 1 in their Fee rung. . | 
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To Neſtor 5 heir Vlyfies! godlike ſon : 
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Let not Piſiſtratus in vain be preſt, 5 
Nor unconſenting hear his friend's requeſt; att 


His friend by long hereditary claim, 


In toils his equal, and in years tbe r 
No farther from our veſſel, I implore, 10 
The courſers drive; ; but laſh them to * More. 


Too long thy father would his friend detain; 


1 dread his profer d kindneſs, urg d in vain. 
The hero paus d, and ponder'd this requeſt, 

While love and duty warr'd within his breaſt: 

At length reſolv d, he turn'd his ready hand, 

And laſt'd his panting courſers to the ſtranld. 

There, while within the poop with care he ſtor d 

The regal preſents of the Spartan lord; 


With ſpeed begone, (ſaid he), call ev'ry mate, 


Ere yet to Neſtor I the tale relate: 

'Tis true, the feryour of his gen'rons heart 15 

Brooks no repulſe, nor couldſt thou ſoon depart : 

Himſelf will ſeek thee hear, nor wilt thou find, 

In words alone, the Pylian monarch kind. 

But when arriv'd he thy return ſhall know, 

How will his breaſt with honeſt fury glow ? 

This ſaid, the ſounding ſtrokes his horſes fire, 

And ſoon he reach'd the palace of his fire, _ ; 
Now, (cry'd Telemachus), with ſpeedy care 

Hoiſe ev ry fail, and ev'ry oar prepare. 

Swift as the word his willing mates obey, 

And ſeize their ſeats, impatient for the ſea. 
Meantime the Prince with ſacrifice adores 

Minerva, and her guardian aid implores ; 

When lo! a wretch ran breathleſs to the ſhore, 
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New from his crime, and recking yet with gore, 
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A ſeer he was, from great Melampus ſprung," 2 
Melampus, who in Pylos flouriſh'd long. 
Till, urg'd by wrongs, a foreign realm he choke, 
Far from the hateful caute of all his woes. 71 
Neleus bis treaſures one long deni: Fats 
As long he groan'd in Phylacus his chains: 
Meantime, u hat anguiſnh and what rage eombin-d, 
For lovely Pero rack'd his lab'ring mind.! 
Yet ſeap'd he death; and vengeful of his wrong, 
To Pylos drove the lowing herds along 
Then (Neleus vanquiſh'd, and conſign'd the hair ; 

To Bias' arms) he ſought a foreign air: 
Argos the rich for his retreat he choſe, 
There form'd his empire, there his palace roſe. 
From him Antiphates and Mantius came: 
The firſt begot Oicleus great in fame, 
And he Amphiaraus, immortal name! 
The people's ſaviour, and divinely wiſe, 
Belov'd by Jove, and him who gilds the ſkies, 
Yet ſhort his date of life! by female pride he dies. 
From Mantius Clitus, whom Aurora's love 
Snatch'd for his beauty to the thrones above; + 
And Polypbides, on whom Phœbus ſhone 

With fulleſt rays, Amphiaraus now gone; © 
In Hypereſia's groves he made abode, 

And taught mankind the counſels of the god. 
From him ſprung Theoclymenus, who found 

(The ſacred wine yet foaming on the ground) 
Telemachus : Whom, as to heav'n he preſs d 
His ardent vows, the ſtranger thus addreſs d. 

O thou that doſt thy happy courſe prepare 
With pure libations, and with ſolemn pray'r! © 
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By that dread pow:r to whom+thy vows are paid, 
By all the lives of theſe, thy own-dear head. 
Declare ſincerely to no foe's demand 
Thy name, thy lineage, and paternal land. 
Prepare then, ſaid Telemachus, to knows 
A tale from falſehood free, not free from woe. 
From Ithaca, of royal birth, I eame, A 
And great Ulyſſes (ever honour'd name!) | 
Was once my ſire: Though nom for n * 
In Stygian gloom he glides a penſive ghoſt! _ 
Whoſe fate inquiring; through:the world we rove; 
The laſt, the wretched proof of filial love. 
The ſtranger then: Nor ſhall I aught — 
But the dire ſecret of my fate reveal. * 
Of my own tribe an Argive wretch I flews ; 
Whoſe pow'rful friends the luekleſs deed purſne 
With unrelenting rage, and force from home 
The blood - ſtain d exile, ever doom d to — 
But bear, On bear me o'er, you! azure: flood; 
Receive the ſuppliant! {pare my deſtin'd blood 15 £ 
Stranger, ,(reply;d the prince), ſecurely reſt 
Affianc:d in our faith; ere gueſt. 
Thus affable, Ulyſſes' godlike heir: 
Takes from the ſtranger's hand the glite ring ſpear : ; 
He climbs the ſhip, aſcends the ſtern with haſte, 
And by bis fide the gueſt accepted plac d. 
The chief his orders gives: Th' obedient band 
With due obſervance wait the chief 's. 0 4 
With the maſt they rear, with ſpeed undiad 
The ſpacious ſheet, and ſtretch it to the wind. 
Minerva calls; the ready gales obey a 0 
With rapid ſpeed to whirl them o'er the ſea, © 
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Crunus they paſs'd, next Chalcis;roll'd away, 

When thick'ning darkneſs clos'd. the doubtful day : 

The ſilver Phaea's glitt'ring rills they loſt, 

And ſkimm'd along by Elis“ ſacred coaſt. : 

Then cautious through the rocky reaches wind, 

And turning ſudden, ſhun the death deſign c. 
Meantime the king, Eumaeus, and the reſt, 

Sat in the cottage, at their rural feaſt : | 

The banquet paſs d, and ſatiate ev 'ry man, 

To try his hoſt Ulyſſes thus began. 

Yet one night more, my friends, Fer your gueſt; ; 
The laſt I purpoſe in your walls to reſt: 
To-morrow for myſelf 1. muſt provide, 

And only aſk your counſel, and a guide: 

Patient to roam the ſtreet, by hunger led, 

And bleſs the friendly hand that gives me bread. 
There in Ulyſſes roof I may relate | 
Ulyſles' wand'tings to his royal mate; 

Or mingling with the ſuitors haughty train, 
Not und&ſerving, ſome ſupport obtain. 

Hermes to me his various gifts i imparts, - 
Patron of induſtry and manual arts: 

Few can with me in dext'rous works contend, | 
The pyre to build, the ſtubborn oak to rend; 

To turn the taſteful viand o'er the flame; "2 off 

Or foam the goblet with a purple ſtream, 

Such are the taſks of men of mean eſtate, 
Whom fortune dooms to ſerve the rich and great. 

Alas! (Eumaeus with a ſigh rejoin d), 

How ſprung a thought ſo monſtrous in thy! mind? 2 
If on that godleſs race thou wouldſt attend. 


Fate owes thee ſure a miſerable end! Fay: 


Their wrongs and blaſphemies aſcend the ſky, 
And pull deſeending vengeance from on high. : 
Not ſuch, my friend, the ſervants of their feaſt : 


_— blooming train in rich embroid'ry dreſt, 4 


With earth's whole t ibute the bright table bends, 
And ſmiling round celeſtial youth attends. i 


Stay then : No eye aſkance beholds thee here; _ . = 


3 * 


Sweet is thy converſe to each ſocial car; 
Well pleas d, and plealing, in our cottage reſt, 
Till good Telemachns accepts his gueſt 
With genial gitts, and change of fair attires, 
And ſafe conveys thee where thy ſoul deſires. 

To him the man of woes: O gracious Jore! L 
| Reward this ſtranger's hoſpitable love, 
Who knows the ſon of ſorrow to relieve, | 2 
Cheers the ſad heart, nor lets affliction grieve. 20 
Of all the ills unhappy mortals know, 85 
A life of wand' rings i is the greateſt wo: _ X, 
On all their weary ways wait care and pain, 
And pine and penury, a meagre train. 
To ſuch a man ſince harbour you afford, 
Relate the farther fortunes of your lord; - 2 
What cares his mother s tender breaſt engage, 
And fire, forſaken on the verge of age; | 
Beneath the ſun prolong they yet their breath, 
Or range the houſe of darkneſs and of death ? 

To whom the ſwain : Attend what you ane 
Laertes lives, the miſerable ſire, 
Lives, but implores of cy'ry pow'r to lay 
The burden down, and wiſhes for the day. 
Torn from his offspring i in the eve of life, 
Tora from th' embraces of bis tender wife, 
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Sole, and all comfortleſs, he waſtes oy 
Old age, untimely poſting ere his day. 

She too, ſad mother! for Ulyſſes loſt, 

Pin'd out her bloom, and vaniſh'd to a ghoſt. 
(So dire a fate, ye righteous gods Favert, 
From ev'ry friendly, ev'ry feeling heart !) 
While yet ſhe was, tho' clouded ofer with grief, 
Her pleaſing converſe miniſter'd relief: 

With Ctimene, her youngeſt daughter, bred, 
One roof contain'd us, and one table fed. 

But when the ſoftly ſtealing pace of time 

Crept on from childhood into youthful prime, 
To Samo's iſle ſhe ſent the wedded fair; 

Me to the fields, to tend the rural care: 
Array'd in garments her own hands had wove, 
Nor leſs the darling object of ber love. 

Her hapleſs death my brighter days o'ercaſt, - 
Yet providence deſerts me not at laſt; 

My preſent labours food and drink procare, 
And more, the pleaſure to relieve the poor. 
Small is the comfort from the queen to hear 

Unwelcome neus, or vex the royal ear; 
Blank and diſcountenanc'd the ſervants ſtand, 
Nor dare to queſtion where the proud command 2 
No profit ſprings beneath uſurping pow'rs; 
Want feeds not there, where luxury devours, 
Nor harbours charity where riot reigns: 

Proud are the lords, and wretched are the ſwains, 

The ſuff ring chief at this began to melt; 

And, oh Eumaeus! thou (he cries) haſt felt 
The ſpite of fortune too ! her cruel hand 
Snatch'd thee an infant from tby native land! 


158 HOME RS ODYSSEY. XV. 472 


Snatch'd from thy parents arms, thy parents eyes, 
To early wants! a man of miſeries ! 5 
Thy whole ſad ſtory, from its firſt, declare: 
Sunk the fair city by the rage of war, 

Where once thy parents dwelt ? or did they keep, 
In humbler life, the lowing herds and ſheep? 

So left perhaps to tend the ſſeecy train, 

Rude pirates ſciz'd, and ſhipp'd thee o'er the main? 
Doom'd a fair prize to grace ſome prince's board, 
The worthy purchaſe of a foreign lord. 

If then my fortunes can delight my friend, 

A ſtory fruitful of events, attend : 

Another's ſorrow may thy ear enjoy, 

And wine the lengthen'd intervals employ. 

Long nights the now declining year beſtows; 

A part we conſecrate to ſoft repoſe, 

A part in pleaſing talk we entertain; 

For too much reſt itſelf becomes a pain. 

Let thoſe whom ſlcep invites, the call obey, 
Their cares reſuming with the dawning day: 
Here let us feaſt, and to the feaſt be join'd 
Diſcourſe, the ſweeter banquet of the mind; 
Review the ſeries of our lives, and taſte 

The melancholy joy of evils paſt: 

For he who much has ſuffer'd, much will know ; 
And pleas'd remembrance builds delight on wo. 

Above Ortygia lies an iſle of fame, 

Far hence remote, and Syria is the name ; 
(There curious eyes inſcrib'd with wonder trace 
The ſun's diurnal, and his annual race); 
Not large, hut fruitful; ſtor'd with graſs to keep 
The bellowing oxen, and the bleating ſneep; 
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Her ſloping hills the mantling vines adorn, . - 
And her rich valleys wave with golden corn. 
No Want, no famine the glad natives know. 
Nor ſink by ſickneſs to the ſhades below; | 
But when a length of years unnerves the das, 
Apollo comes, and Cynthia comes along. 6; wal 
They bead the ſilver bow with tender kill, ub t nn 
And void of pain, the ſilent arrows kill. 
Two equal tribes this fertile land divide, . | |... , .. 1 
Where two fair cities riſe with equal pri. 
But both in conſtant peace one prince obe, 
And Cteſius there, my father, holds the ſway, - 
Freighted, it ſeems, with toys of ey'ry ſortt 
A ſhip of Sidon anchor'd in our port; ad 
What time it chanc'd the palace entertain d. 
Skill'd in rich works, a woman of their land. | 
This nymph, where anchor'd the Phoenician train, 
To waſh her robes deſcending to the main, : 
A ſmooth-tongu'd ſailor; won her to his mind 
(For love deceives the beſt of woman-kind). 
A ſudden truſt from ſudden liking grew; © @ 
She told her name, her race, and all ſhe knew. res 
I too (the cry'd) from glorious Sidon came, 
My father Arybas, of wealthy fame; 
But ſnatch'd by pirates from my native place, 
The Yaphians ſold me to this man's embrace. 

Haſte then (the falſe-deſigning youth reply d), 
Haſte to thy country; love ſhall be thy guide: We > 
Haſte to thy father's houſe, thy father's breaſt, 
For (till he lives, and lives with riches bleſt. 
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„ A wretch in ſafety to her native ſhore.” 

| Swift as ſhe aſk'd, the ready ſailors ſwore. 

She then proceeds : Now let our compact made 
Be nor by ſignal nor by word betray'd, 

Nor near me any of your crew deſcry'd 

By road frequented, or by fountain-ſide. 

Be ſilence ſtill our guard. The monarch's ſpies 


e Swear firſt (ſhe cry'd), ye ſailors ! to reſtore ? | 


( (For watchful age is ready to ſurmiſe) 


Are ſtill at hand; and this, reveal'd, muſt be 

Death to yourſelves, eternal chains to me. 

Your veſſel loaded, and your traffic paſt, 

Ditpatch a wary meſſenger with haſte : 

Then gold and coltly treaſures will I bring, 

And more, the infant off-priag of the king. 

Him, child-like wand'ring forth, I'll lead away, 

(A noble prize!) and to your ſhip convey. 
Thus ſpoke the dame, and homeward took the road. 
A year they traffic, and their veſſel load. | 

Their ſtores complete, and ready now to wen, 

A ſpy was ſent their ſummons to + 

An artiſt to my father's palace came, 

With gold and amber chains, elab'rate frame : 2 

Each female eye the glitt'ring links employ, 

They turn, review, and cheapen ev'ry toy. 

He took th' oecaſion as they ſtood intent, 

Gave her the ſign, and to his veſſel went. 

She ſtraight purſu'd, and ſeiz d my willing arm; 3 

I follow'd ſmiling, innocent of harn. 

Three golden goblets in the poreh ſhe found, 

| (The gueſts not enter'd, but the table crown'd) ; 
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Hid in her fraudful boſom, thefe: ſhes bore. 
Now ſet the fan, and darken'd all the ſhore. 
Arriving then, where tiliing on the tides 
Prepar'd to launch the freighted veſſel rides; 
Aboard they heave us, mount their decks, and ſweep 
With level oar along the glafly deep. 
Six calmy days and ſix ſmooth nights we ſail, 
And conſtant Jove ſupply'd the gentle gale. 
The ſev'nth, the fraudful wretch, (no cauſe deſcry'd), 
Touch'd by Diana's vengeful arrow, dy'd. 
Down dropt the caitiff corſe, a worthleſs load, 
Down to the deep; there roll'd, the future food 5 
Of fierce ſea-wolves, and monſters of the flood. 
An helpleſs iufant, I remain'd behind? 
Thence born to Ithaca by wave and wind 
Sold to Laertes, by divine command, 
And now adopted to a foreign land. 

To him the king : Reciting thus thy cares, 
My ſecret ſoul in all thy ſorrows ſhares : 
But one choice bleſſing (ſuch is Jove's high will) 
Has ſweeten'd all thy bitter draught of ill: 
Torn from thy country to no hapleſs end, 
The gods have, in a maſter, giv'n a friend. 
Whatever frugal nature needs is thine, 
(For ſhe needs little), daily bread and wine. 
While I, ſo many wand'rings paſt and woes, 
Live but on what thy poverty beſtows. 

So paſs'd in pleaſing dialogue away | 
The night; then down to ſhort repoſe they lay; : 
Till radiant roſe the meſſenger of day. 

While in the port of Ithaca, the band 
Of young Telemachus n the land hut 
Vol. IX. 5 ” 
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Their fails they loos'd, they laſh'd the maſt aſide, 
And caſt their anchors, and the cables ty'd: pee”. 
Then on the breezy ſhore deſcending, j join 

In grateful banquet o'er the roſy-wine. 


+ When thus the prince: Now each his courſe purſue ; - 


I to the fields, and to the city you. 

Long abſent hence, I dedicate this day 

My ſwains to viſit, and the works ſurvey. 

Expect me with the morn, to pay the ſkies 

Our debt of ſafe return, in feaſt and ſacrifice. 
Then Theoclymenus : But who ſhall lend, 

Meantime, protection to thy ſtranger-friend ? 

Strait to the queen and palace ſhall I fly, 

Or yet more diſtant, to ſome lord apply ? 
The prince return'd : Renown'd in days of yore 

Has ſtood our father's hoſpitable door ; 

No other roof a ſtranger ſhould receive, 


Nor other hands than ours the welcome give. 


But in my abſence riot fills the place, 

Nor bears the modeſt queen a ſtrapger's face,. 
From noiſeful revel far remote ſhe flies, 

But rarely ſeen, or ſeen with weeping eyes. 
No——let Eurymachus receive my gueſt, . 


Of nature courteous, and by far the beſt ; 


He wooes the queen with more reſpectful flame, 
And emulates her former huſband's fame: 
With what ſucceſs, tis Jove's alone to know, 
And the hop'd nuptials turn to joy or wo. 
Thus fpeaking, on the right up-ſoar'd in air 
The hawk, Apollo's ſwift-wing'd meſſenger ;. 
His deathful pounces tore a trembling dove ; 
The clotted feathers, ſcatter'd from above, 
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Between the hero and the veſſel pour 
Thick plumage, mingled with a ſanguine ſhow'r. 


Th' obſerving augur took the prince aſide, 


Seiz'd by the hand, and thus prophetic cry'd. 
Yon bird that dexter cuts th' aerial road, 

Roſe ominous, nor flies without a god: 

No race but thine ſhall Ithaca obey, 

To thine, for ages, heav'n decrees the ſway. 
Succeed the omen, gods! (the youth rejoin'd); 
Soon ſhall my-bounties ſpeak-a grateful mind, 


And ſoon each envy'd happineſs attend 


The man, who calls Telemachus his friend. 
Then to Peiraeus— Thou whom time has proy'd 
A faithful ſervant, by thy prince beloy'd ! 

Till we returning ſhall our gueſt demand, 


Accept this charge, with honour at our hand, 
To this Peiracus : Joyful I obey, 


Well pleas'd the hoſpitable rites to pay, 


The preſence of thy gueſt ſhall beſt reward 
(If long thy ſtay) the abſence of my lord. 
With that, their anchors he commands to weigh, 


Mount the tall bark, and launch into the ſea. 

All with obedient haſte forſake the ſhores, 

And plzc'd in order, ſpread their equal oars. 
Then from the deck the prince his ſandals takes ; 
Pois'd in his hand the pointed jav'lin ſhakes. 
They part; while leſ&ning from the hero's view, 
Swift to the town the well-row'd galley flew : 
The hero trod the margin of the main, 

And reach'd the manſion of his faithful ſwain. 
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The Diſcoutry of Unis to Telemachus; 


TELEMAC uus arriving at the lodge of Eumaeus, 
ſends him to carry Penelope the news of his return. 
Minerva appearing to Ulyſſes, commands him to 
diſcover himſelf to his ſon. The princes, who had 
lain in ambuſh to intercept Telemachus in his way, 
their project being defeated, return to Ithaca. 
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80 OON as the morning bluſh” d along the plains, 
' Ulyſſes, and the monarch of the ſwains, 

Awake the ſleeping fires, their meal prepare, 
And forth to paſture ſend the briſtly care. 

The prince's near approach the dogs deſery, 

And, fawning round his feet, confeſs their joy. 

Their gentle blandiſhment the king furvey'd, 
Heard his refoundiog ſtep, and inſtant ſaid. 

Some well-known friend (Eumaeus) bends this way; 

His ſteps 1 hear; the dogs familiar play. 

While yet he ſpoke, the prince advancing drew 

Nigh to the lodge, and now appeer'd in view. 
Tranſported from his ſeat Eumacus ſprung, 

Dropp'd the full bowl, and round his boſom hung; 
Kiſſing his cheek, his hand, while from his eye 

The tears raia'd copious in a ſhow'r of joy. 

As ſome fond fire, who ten long winters grieves, 
Trom foreign climes an only ſon receives, 

(Child bf his age), with ſtrong paternal joy 

Forward he ſprings, and clafps the fav'rite boy: 

So round the youth his arms Eumaeus ſpread, 

As if the grave had giv'n him from the dead. 

And is it thou? my ever-dear delight! 

O art thou come to bleſs my longing ſight! 
Never, I never hop'd to view this day, 

When o'er the waves you plough'd the deſp*rate way. 
Enter, my child! beyond my hopes reſtor d, 
O give theſe eyes to feaſt upon their lord, 
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Enter, oh ſeldom ſeen ! for lawleſs pow'rs 

'Too much detains thee from theſe ſylvan bow'rs. 
The prince reply'd : Eumaeus, I obey ; 

To ſeek thee, friend, I hither took my way. 

But ſay, if in the court the queen reſide 

Severely chaſte, or if commenc'd a bride ? 

Thus he: And thus the monarch of the ſwains ; 

Severcly chaſte Penelope remains ; 

But loſt to ev*ry joy, ſhe waſtes the day 

In tedious cares, and weeps the night away. 
He ended, and (receiving as they paſs 

The jav'lin, pointed with a ſtar of braſs) 
They reach'd the dome; the dome with marble ſhin'd; 
His ſeat Ulyſſes to the prince reſign'd. 

Not ſo—(exclaims the prince with decent grace) 
For me, this houſe ſhall find an humbler place: 
T' ufurp the honours due to ſilver hairs 

And rev'rend ſtrangers, modeſt youth forbears. 
Inſtant the ſwain the ſpoils of beaſts ſupplies, 
And bids the rural throne with oſiers riſe. 
There fat the prince: The feaſt Eumaeus ſpread ; 
And veap'd the ſhining caniſters with bread. 
Thick o'er the board the plenteous viands lay, 
The frugal remnauts of the former day. 

Then in a bowl he tempers gen 'rous wines, 
Around whoſe verge a mimic ivy twines. 

And, now the rage of thirſt and hunger fled,. 
Thus young Ulyſſes to Eumaeus ſaid. 

Whenee, father. from what ſhore this ſtranger, ſay? 
What veſlel bore him o'er the wat'ry way? 
To humaa ſtep our land impervious lies, 

And round the coaſt circumfluent oceans riſe. 
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The ſwain returns: A tale of ſorrows hear; 
In ſpacious Crete he drew his natal air, | 
Long doom'd to wander o'er the land and main, 
For heav'n has wove his thread of life with pain. 
Half-breathleſs, ſeaping to the land, he flew 
From Threſpot mariners, a murd'rous crew. 
To thee, my ſon, the ſuppliant I refign ; 

1 gave him my protection, grant him thine. 
Hard taſk, he cries, thy virtue gives thy w_ 

Willing to aid, unable to defend. 

Can ſtrangers ſafely in the court reſide, 

Mid'ſt the ſwell'd inſolence of luſt and pride? 

Ev'n I unfafe : The queen in doubt to wed, 

Or pay due honours to the nuptial bed ? 

Perhaps ſhe weds regardleſs of her fame, 

Deaf to the mighty Ulyſſaean name. 

However, ſtranger! from our grace receive 

Such honours as befit a prince to give; 

Sandals, a fword, and robes, reſpect to prove, 

And ſafe to fail with ornaments of love. 

Till then, thy gueſt amid the rural train 
Far from the court, from danger far detain. 
'Tis mine with food the hungry to ſupply, 

And clothe the naked from th' inclement ſky. 
Here dwell ia ſafety from the ſuitors wrongs, 
And the rude inſults of ungovern'd tongues, 
For, ſhouldſt thou ſuffer, pow'rleſs to. relieve, 

I mult behold it, and can only grieve. _ 

The brave encompaſs'd by an hoſtile train, 
O'erpow'r'd by numbers, is but brave in vain. 

To whom, while anger in his boſom glows, 

With warmth replies the man of mighty woes 
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Since audience mild is deign'd, permit my tongue 
At once to pity and reſent thy wrong. - 

My heart weeps blood, to ſee a ſoul fo brave 

Live to baſe inſolence of pow'r a flave. 

But tell me, doſt thou, prince, doſt thou behold 
And hear their midnight-revels uncontroll'd ? 

Say, do thy ſubjects in bold faction riſe, iQ. 
Or prieſts in fabled oracles adviſe? 

Or are thy brothers, who ſhould aid thy pow'r, 
Turn'd mean deſerters in the needful hour ? 

- O that I were from great Ulyſſes ſprung, | 
Or that theſe wither'd nerves like thine were ſtrung ; 
Or, heav'ns ! might he return! (and ſoon appear 

He ſhall, I truſt ;-a hero-ſcorns deſpair) ; 
Might he return, I yield my life a prey 
To my worſt foe, if that avenging day 
Be not their-laſt : But, ſhould I loſe my life 
Oppreſs d by numbers in the glorious ſtrife, 
chuſe the nobler part, and yield my breath, 
Rather than bear diſhonour, worſe than death; 
Than ſee the hand of violence invade 
The rev' rend ſtranger, and the ſpotleſs maid ; - 
Than ſec the wealth of kings conſum'd in waſte, 
The drunkards revel, and the gluttons feaſt. 
Thus he, with anger flaſhing from his eyes; 
-Sincere the youthful hero made reply. | 
Nor leage'd in factious arms my ſubjects riſe, 
Nor prieſts in fabled oracles adviſe; 
Nor are my brothers, who ſhould aid my power, 
Turn'd mean deſerters in the needful hour. 
Ah me!] I boaſt no brother; heav'n's dread king 


Gives from our ſtock an only branch to ſpring : 
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Alone Latttes reign'd Arceſius? heir," 82 
Alone Ulyfles drew the vital air, 

And I alone the bed connubial rd 

An unbleſs'd offspring of a ſire unbleft d! 
Each neighb'ring realm, conducive to our wo, 
Sends forth her peers, and ev'ry peer a foe : 
The court proud Samos and Dulichium fills, 
And lofty Zacinth crown'd with ſhady: ann. 
Ev'n Ithaca and all her lords invade | 
Th' imperial ſceptre, and the e >: 
The queen averſe to love, yet awd by . 
Seems half to yield, yet flies the bridal hour: 
Meantime their licence uncontroll'd-I bear; 
Ev'n now they envy me the vital air: 


But heav'n will ſure revenge, and gods there are. 


But go, Eumaeus ! to the queen impart 
Our ſafe return, and eaſe a mother's heart. 
Yet ſecret go; for num'rous are my foes, 
And here at {eaſt I may in peace repoſe. - 

To whom the ſwain : I hear, and I obey : 
But old Laertes weeps his life away, 
And deems thee loſt : Shall I my ſpeed employ 
To' bleſs his age, a meflenger of joy ? 
The mournful hour that tore his ſon away, 
Sent the ſad fire in ſolitude to ſtray ; 
Yet buſied with his ſlaves, to eaſe his wo, 
Ile dreſs'd the vine, and bade the garden blow, 
Nor food nor wine refus'd : But ſince the day 
That you to Pylos plough'd the wat'ry way, 
Nor wine nor food he taſtes; but, ſunk in woes, 


Wud ſpriogs the vine, no more the garden blows: 


- 1 
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Shut from the walks of men, to pleaſure loſt, 
Penſive and pale, he wanders, half a ghoſt. 


Wretched old man! (with tears the prince returns), 


Vet ceaſe to go hat man ſo bleſs d but mouras 2 

Were ey'ry wiſh indulg'd by fav'ring ſkies, 

This hour ſhould. give Ulyſſes to my eyes. 

But to the queen with ſpeed diſpatehful bear 

Our ſafe return, and back with ſpeed repair: 

And let ſome handmaid of her train reſort 

To good Laertes in his rural court. 
While yet he ſpoke, impatient of delay, 

He brac'd his ſandals on, and ſtrode away. 

Then from the heav'us the martial goddeſs flies 

Through the wide fields of air, and cleaves the ſkies ; 

In form a virgin, in ſoft beauty's bloom, 

6kill'd in th' illuſtrious labours of - prong 

Alone to Ithacus ſhe ſtood diſplay'd, . 

But unapparent as a viewleſs ſhade -. 

Eſcap'd Telemachus ; (The pow'rs hv, 232 

Seen or unſeen, o'er carth at pleaſure move). 

The dogs intelligent eonfeſs the tread - 

Of pow'r divine, and howling, — 8 

The goddeſs beck ning, waves her deathleſs bands; 

Dauntleſs the king before the goddeſs ſtands. 25 
Then why (ſhe faid) O favour'd of the ſuies! 

Why to thy godlike ſon this long diſguiſe? _ 

Stand farthoreveal'd: With him thy cares employ | 

Againſt thy foes ;, be yaliant, and deſtroy! ! 

Lo I deſcend. in that ayenging hour,. 

To combat by\thy ſide, thy guardian pow r. 
She ſaid,. and o 'er him waves her wand of gold ; | 

Imperial robes his manly limbs infold; ; | 


oe CSE ˙ . ae cad a6 


s), 


| HOMER's ODYSSEY, XVI; 188. 17 


At onee with grace divine his frame improves ; _ 
At once with majeſty enlarg'd he moves: 
Youth fluſh'd his redd' ning cheek, and from his brows 
A length of hair in fable ringlets flows; Fo. 
His black'ning chin receives a deeper ſhade 
Then from his eyes upſprung the warrior-maid. 
The hero tecaſcends': The prince o'eraw'd 


Scarce lifts his eyes, and bows as to a god. 


Then with ſurpriſe (ſurpriſe chaſtis'd by fears) 
How art thou chang'd ! (he cry'd), a god appears! 
Far other veſts thy limbs majeſtic grace ! 

Far other glories lighten from thy face ! 

If heav'n be thy abode, with pious care 


Lo! I the ready facrifice prepare; if 


Lo! gifts of labour'd gold adorn thy ſhrine, 

To win thy grace: O fave us, pow'r divine?! 
Few are my days, Ulyſſes made reply, 

Nor I, alas! deſcendent of the ſky. 

I am thy father. O my fon! my ſon! 

That father, for whoſe fake thy days have run 

One ſcene of wo; to endleſs cares confign'd, 

And outrag'd by the wrongs of baſe mankind. 
Then ruſhing to his arms, he kiſs'd his boy 

With the ſtrong raptures of a parent's joy. 

Tears bathe his cheek, and tears the ground bedew 2 

He ftrain'd him cloſe, as to his breaſt he grew. | 

Ah me! (exclaims the prince with fond deſire), 

Thou art not—no, thou canſt not be my fire; 

Heav'n ſuch illuſion only can impoſe, 

By the falſe joy to aggravate my woes. 

Who but a god can change the gen'ral doom, 

And give to wither'd age a youthful bloom? 
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Late, worn with years, in weeds obſcene you 1505 

Now, cloth'd in majeſty, you move a god. | 
Forbear, he cry'd;. for heav'n tefervs this 2 name; 

_ Give to thy father but a father's chim 3. 

Other Ulyſſes ſhalt thou never-ſee ;. 

I am Ulyſſes, I (my ſon) am he, TW 

Twice ten.ſad'ycars o'er earth and ocean tolt,. 

Tis giv'n at length to view my native coaſt. 

Pallas, unconquer'd maid, ay frame ſurrounds 

With grace divine; her pow'r admits no bounds : . 

She o'er my limbs old age and wrinkles ſhed; 

Now ſtrong as youth, magnificent I tread. 

The gods with eaſe frail man depreſs or raiſe, 

Exalt the lowly, or the proud debaſe, ' 
He ſpoke and ſat;. The prince with tranſport flew, 

Hung round his neck, while tears his cheek bedew; 

Nor leſs the father pour'd a ſocial flood! 

They wept abundant, and they wept aloud. 

As the bold eagle. with fierce ſorrow ſtung, 

Or parent-vulture, mourns her raviſh'd young; 

They cry, they ſcream, their unfledg d- brood a prey 

To ſome. rude churl, and. borne: by ſtealth A 

So they aloud : And tears in tides had run, 

Their grief unfiniſnd with the ſetting ſun: 

But checking the full torrent in its flow, 

The prince thus interrupts the ſolemn wo. 

What ſhip tranſported thee, O father, ſay? 

And what. bleſs'd hands have oar'd thee on the way? 
All, all, (Ulyſſes inſtant made reply), 

I tell thee all, my child, my only joy; 

Puhaeacians bore me to the port aſlign'd, 

A nation ever to the ſtranger kind; 
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Wrapt in th' embrace of ſleep, the faithful train 
O'er ſeas conyey'd me to my native reign : 

| Embroider'd veſtures, gold, and braſs are laid 
Conceal'd in caverns in the ſylvan ſhade. 

Hither, intent the rival rout to ſlay, 

And plan the ſcene of death, I bend my way : 
So Pallas wills-—But thou, my ſon, explain 

The names and numbers of th' audacious train; 
Tis mine to judge if better to em ploy 

Aſſiſtant force, or ſingly to deſtroy. 

O'er earth (returns the prince) reſounds thy name, 
Thy well-try'd wiſdom, and thy martial fame: 
Yet at thy words I ſtart, in wonder loſt; 

Can we engage, not decads, but an hoſt? 

Can we alone in furious battle ſtand 

Againſt that num'rous and determin'd band? 
Hear then their numbers: From Dulichium came 
Fwice twenty-ſix, all peers of mighty name; 

Six are their menial train: Twice twelve the boaſt 
Of Samos: Twenty from Zacynthus coaſt : 

And twelve our country's pride; to theſe belong 
Medon and Phemius ſkill'd in heav'nly ſong. 
Two ſew'rs from day to day the revels wait, 
Exact of taſte, and ſerve the feaſt in ſtate. 
With ſuch a foe th* unequal fight to try, 

Were by falſe courage unreveng'd to die. 

Then what aſſiſtant pow'rs you boaſt, relate, 
Ere yet we mingle in the ſtern debate. | 

Mark well my voice, (Ulyſſes ſtrait replies) : 
What need of aids, if favour'd by the ſkies ; 

If ſhielded to the dreadful fight we move, 
By mighty Pallas, and by thund'ring Jove ? 
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Sufficient they (Telemachus rejoin'd) 
Againſt the banded pow rs of all mankind : 
They, high enthron'd above the rolling clouds, 
Wither the ſtrength of man, and awe the gods. 
Such aids expect, he eries, when ſtrong iu might 
We riſe terrific to the talk of fight. 
But thou, when mern ſalutes th' aerial plain, 
The court revilit and the lawleſs train: 
Me thither in diſguiſe Eumaens leads, 
An aged mendicant in tatter'd weeds, 
There, if baſe ſcorn inſult my rey'rend age, 
Rear it, my ſon! repreſs thy riſing rage. 
If outrag'd, ceaſe that outrage to repel ; 
Bear it, my fon ! howe'er thy heart rebel. 
Yet ſtrive by. pray r and counſel to reſtrain 
Their lawleſs inſults, though thou ſtrive in vain: - 
For wicked ears are deaf to wiſdom's call, 
And vengeance ſtrikes whom heav'n has doom'd to 
fall. | 
Once more attend: When * ſhe whoſe pow'r inſpires 
The thinking mind, my ſoul to vengeance fires, 
I give the ſign ; that inſtant, from beneath, 
Aloft convey the inſtruments of death, 
Armour and arms; and, if miſtruſt ariſe, 
Thus veil the truth in plauſible diſguiſe, 
% Theſe glitt'ring weapons, ere he ſail'd to Troy, 
«c Ulyſſes view d with ſtern heroic joy; 
« Then beaming o'er th' illumin'd wall they ſhane ; 
% Now duſt diſhonours, all their luſtre gone. 


* Minerya. 
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— 1 bog them hence (fo Jove my ſoul inſpires) 

« From the pollution of the fuming fires ; 

“ Leſt when the bowl inflames, in vengeful mood 

« Ye ruſh to arms, and ſtain the feaſt with blood: 

Oft ready ſwords in luekleſs hour incite _ 

« The hand of wrath, and arm it for the fight,” 
Such be the plea, and by the plea deceive ; 

For Jove infatuates all, and all believe. 

Yet leave for each of us a ſword to wield, 

A pointed jav'lin, and a fenceful ſhield. 

But, by my blood that in thy boſom glows, 

By that regard a ſon his father owes, 

The ſecret, that thy father lives, retain 

Lock'd in thy boſom from the houſehold train; 

Hide it from all; ev'n from Eumaeus hide, 

From my dear father, and my dearer bride. 

One care remains, to- note the loyal few 

Whoſe faith yet laſts among the menial crew ; 

And noting, ere we riſe in vengeance, prove 

Who loves his prince; for ſure you merit love. 
To whom the youth: To emulate I aim | 

The brave and wiſe, and my great father's fame, 

But reconſider, ſince the wiſeſt err, 

Vengeance reſolv'd, tis dang'rous to defer.  *® 

What length of time muſt we conſume in vain, 

Too curious to explore the menial train ?, 

While the proud foes, induſtrious to deſtroy 

Thy wealth in riot, the delay enjoy. 

Suffice it in this exigence alone 

To mark the damſels that attend the throne : 

| Diſpers'd the youth reſides; their faith to prove 

Jove grants henceforth, if ou haſt ſpoke from J oye. 
Vol. IX, R 
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While in debate they waſte the hours away, 
Th". aſſociates of the prince repaſsd the bay; 
With ſpeed they guide the veſſel to the ſhores; 
With ſpeed debarking land the naval ſtores ; 
Then faithful to their charge, to Clytius bear, 
And truſt the preſents to his friendly care. 
Swift to the queen a herald flies t' impart 
Her ſon's return, and caſe a parent's heart; 
Leſt a fad prey to ever-muſing cares, 

Pale grief deſtroy what time a while forbears. 

Th? uncautious herald with impatience burns, 
And cries aloud, Thy fon, oh queen, returns. 
Eumaeus ſage approach'd th' imperial throne, 
And breath'd his mandate to her ear alone, 
Then meaſur'd back the way. The ſuitor-band_ 
Stung to the ſoul, abaſt'd, confounded ſtand ;_ 
And iſſuing from the dome, before the gate, 
With clouded looks, a pale aſſembly ſat. 

At length Eurymachus : Our hopes are vain ; 
Telemachus in triumph fails the main. | 
Haſte, rear the maſt, the ſwelling ſhroud diſplay ; 
Haſte, to our 4mbuſh'd friends the news convey ! 

_ Scarce had he ſpoke, when turning to the ſtrand- 
Amphinomus furvey'd th' aſociate band; 
Full to the bay within the winding ſhores 
With gather'd fails they ſtood, and lifted oars. 
O friends! he cry'd, elate with riſing joy, 
See to the port ſecure the veſſel ff 
Some god has told them, or themſelves ſurvey 
The bark eſcap'd; and meaſure back their way, 
Swift at the word deſcending to the ſhores, 
They moor the veſſel and unlade the ſtores : 
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Then moving from the ſtrand, apart they ſat, 

And full and frequent, form'd a dire debate. 
Lives then the boy? he lives, (Antinous cries), 

The care of gods, and fav'rite of the ſkies. 

All night we watch'd, till with her orient wheels 

Aurora flam'd above the eaſtern hills, | 

And from the lofty brow of rocks by dzy 

Took in the ocean with a broad ſurvey : 

Yet ſafe he fails! the pow'rs coeleſtial give 

To ſhun the hidden ſnares of death, and live. 

But die he ſhall, and thus condemn'd to bleed, 

Be now the ſcene of inſtant death decreed: 

Hope ye ſucceſs ?-undaunted cruſh the foe. 

Is he not wiſe ? know this, and ſtrike the blow. 

Wait ye, till he to arms in council draws 

The Greeks, averſe too juſtly to our cauſe ? 

Strike, ere, the ſtates conven'd, the foe betray 

Our murd'rous ambuſh on the wat'ry way. 

Or chuſe ye vagrant from their rage to fly 

Outcaſts of earth, to breathe an unknown ſky ? 

The brave prevent Hisfortune; then be brave, 

And bury future danger in his grave. 

Returns he? ambuſh'd we'll his walk invatle, 

Or where he hides in ſolitude and ſhade ; * 

And give the palace to the queen a dow'r, 3 

Or him ſhe bleſſes in the bridal hour, 

But if ſubmiſſive you reſign the ſway, 

Slaves to a boy ; go, flatter and obey, 

Retire we inſtant to our native reign, 


Nor be the wealth of kings conſum'd in vain. 
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Then wed "EM hoſes approves: The queen be 
giv'n 
To ſome bleſs'd prince, the prince decreed by heav n. 
Abaſh'd, the ſuitor-train his voice attends; 
Till from his throne Amphinomus deſcends, 
Who o'er Dulichium ſtretch'd his ſpacious reign, 
A land of plenty, bleſs'd with ev'ry grain: 
Chief of the numbers who the queen addreſt, 
And though diſpleaſing, yet diſpleaſing leaſt. 
Soft were his words; his actions wiſdom ſway'd ; 
Graceful a while he paus'd, then mildly ſaid. ” 
O friends, forbear! and be the thought withſtood : 
Tis horrible to ſhed imperial blood! 
Conſult we firſt th' all-fecing pow'rs above, 
And the ſure oracles of righteous Jove. 
If they aſſent, ev'n by this hand he dies; 
If they forbid, I war not with the ſkies. 
He ſaid: The rival train his voice approv'd, 
And riſing inſtant to the palace mov'd. 
Arriv'd, with wild tumultuous noiſe they at, 
*Recumbent on the ſhining thrones of tate. | 
Then Medon, conſcious of their dire debates, 
The murd'rous:- council to the queen relates. 
Touch'd at the dreadful ſtory ſhe deſcends: 
Her haſty ſteps a damſel-train attends. ab. 
Full where the dome its wining valves e 
Sudden before the rival pow'rs ſhe ſtands: | 
And veiling decent with a modeſt ſhade 
Her cheek, indignant to Antinous ſaid: 
O void of faith! of all bad men the worſt! 
Renown'd for wiſdom, but by th' abuſe accurſt! 
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Miſtaking fame proclaims thy gen'rous mind ! 
Thy deeds denote thee of the baſeſt kind. 
Wretch ! to deſtroy a prince that friendſhip gives, 
While ia his gneſt his murd' rer he receives: 
Nor dread ſuperior Jove, to whom belong 
The cauſe of ſuppliants, and revenge of wrong. 
Haft thou forgot, (ungrateful as thou art), 

Who ſav'd thy father with a friendly part? 
Lawleſs he ravag'd with his martial pow'rs 
The Taphian pirates on Theſprotia's ſhores ; 
Enrag'd, his life, his treaſures they demand; 

_ Ulyfles ſav'd him from th' avenger's hand. 
And wouldſt thou evil for his good repay ? 

His bed diſhonour, and his houſe betray ? 
Afflict his queen? and with a murd'rous hand 
Deſtroy his heir ? but ceaſe, tis | command, 

Far hence thoſe fears, (Eurymachus reply'd), * 
O prudent princeſs! bid thy ſoul confide. | 
Breathes there a man who dares that hero ſlay, 
While I behold the golden light of day ? 

No: By the righteous pow'rs of heav'n I ſwear, 
His blood in vengeance ſmokes upon my ſpear. 
Ulyſſes, when my infant days [ led, | 
With wine ſuffic'd me, and with dainties fed: 
My gen rous ſoul abhors th' ungrateful part, 

And my friend's fon lives deareſt to my heart. 
Then fear no mortal arm : If heay'n deſtroy 
We mult reſign ; for man is born to die. 

Thus ſmooth: he ended, yet his death conſpir'd: 
Then ſorrowing, with fad ſtep the queen retir'd, 
With ſtreaming eyes all comfortleſs deplor'd, 
Touch'd with the dear remembrance of her lord; 
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Nor ceas'd, till Pallas bid her ſorrows fly, 
And in ſoft ſlumber ſeal'd her flowing eye. 
And now Eumaeus, at the -ev'ning;hour, 
Came late returning to his ſylvan bow'r. 
Ulyſſes and his fon. had dreſsd with art 
A yearling boar, and gave the gods their part, 
Holy repaſt! That inſtant from the'ſkies 
The martial-goddefs to Ulyſſes flies: 
She waves her golden wand, and reaſſumes 
From ev'ry feature ev' ry grace that blooms ; 
At once his veſtures change; at once ſhe ſheds 
Age o'er his limbs, that tremble as he treads ; 
Leſt to the queen the ſwain with tranſport fly, 
Unable-to contain th' unruly j joy. 
When near he drew, the prince breaks forth; Pro- 
claim 
What tidings, friend ! what ſpeaks the voice of fame? 
Say, if the ſuitors meaſure back the main, | 
Or ſtill in ambuſh thirſt for blood in vain? 
Whether (he cries) they meaſure back the flood, 
Or ſtill in ambuſh thirſt in vain for blood, 
Eſcap'd-my care: Where lawleſs ſuitors ſway, 
Thy mandate born, my ſoul diſdain'd to ſtay. 
But from th' Hermacan height I caſt a view, 
Where to the port a bark high bounding flew : 
Her freight a ſhining band; with martial air 
Each pois'd his ſhield, and each advanc'd his ſpear: 
And if aright theſe ſearching eyes ſurvey, 
Th' cluded ſuitors ſtem the wat'ry way. 
The prince, well. pleas'd to diſappoint their wiles, 
Steals on his fire a glance, and ſecret ſmiles, 
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And now a ſhort repaſt prepar'd, they fed,. 
Till the keen rage of craving hunger fled : 

Then to repoſe withdrawn, apart they lay, 
And in ſoft ſleep forgot the cares of day, 
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